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TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


HENRY, 


EARL of Norwich, and EARL-Marſhal 
of ENGLAND, &c. 


My Lord, | 
T' e Impudence of Scriblers in this Agt, has ſo corrupted the 0- 


riginel Deſogne of Dedications, that before 1 dare tell yougthis 

trifle begs your Lordſhips Prote&Fion,1 ought firſt to Examine 

on what grounds I make the Attacque ,, for now every thing 
that ere ſaw the Stage, how modeſt ſaever it has been there, without 
daring to ſbew 'its Face above three Dayes, has yet the Arrogance to 
thruſt it ſelf into the World in Print with a Great Name before it : 
Where the fawning Scribler ſhall compendionuſly ſay, the fa@ions of Cri- 
tiques, the I time of the Tear, andthe worſe Atting of the Players, has 
prejudiced his Play, but he doubts not but his Grace, or his Honour's 
more impartial Fudgment will find that pardonable which the World 
has ſo Malicionſly Cenſar'ds that is as much as to ſay : Sir , Tow are the 
only Perſon at Court whoſe blind fide 1 dare venture on, not doubting 
but your good Nature will excuſe what all the World (except the Author) 
has juſtly condemned. Thus they eſteem their Plays, as the Fanaticky 
de their Religion, the better for ſuffering Perſecution; and to diſ- + 
eviſe their Shame, aiid prop their Feeble Writings, they make Dedica- 


tions when their Playes are Damn'd, as the Dutch do Bonefires, when 
their Navies are beaten, be their Succeſs never ſo bad, they ftill 
write themſelves Conquerors : And thus a Dedication which was fors 
mth ly a Preſent to'a Perſon of Puality, is now made 4 Libel an him, 
whilſt the Pet either ſupreſe bis Patron to be ſo great 4 Sot, to defend 
that in Print, which he hi 


ſt off the Stage : Or elſe makes himſelf a grea- 
A2 Ter; 


x T HE- E-PISTLE .-DEDICATORY,. | 
ter.in a:king 4 Favour frow. him which he ne re expetts to obtain. Hows 
ever,that which i an abuſe to the Patron,is a Complement to theBook- 
ſeller,who whiſpers the Poet, and tells kim; Sir, Tour Play had miSfor- 
tunc,and all that-- but if you'd but write a Dedication,or Preface--- The 
Poet takes the hint, picks out a perſon of Honour,tell: hint be has a great 
deal of Wit, gives us an account who writ senſe in the laſt Age,ſuppoſing 
we cannot be leworant who writes it ih This', Diſpittes the nature of 
Verſe, Anſwers a Cavil'or two, Quibles upon the Court,Huffs the Cri- 
tiques, ardthe work's done. 'T1s not to be imazin'd-bow far a Sheet of 
this goes to make a Bookeſellex Rich, and a Poet Famons. 

But my Lord whilſt I trouble you with this kind of diſcourſe,I beg you 
would not think 1 deſign to give Rales tothe Prels, as ſome of our 
Tribe have done to the rage, or that I find fault with their Dedications 
in Complement to my own : No,that's a trick 1 do not pretend to.” Beſides 
Jour particular Favours, in the publick, Honours you have condeſcended 
to grant this Flay, and the Anther, have heightned my ſenſe of Grath- 
tude beyand my Power of expreſſing it. This Play, which for no other 
Merit ,dirſi take Sanftuary here,throws it ſelf at your feet,as your own : 
the Story of which, I owe #0 your Hands, and your honourable Embas(y 
into Africa : And on that ſcore I preſent it to your Patronage, as the 
Jews made their Sacrifices which we read took fire from Heaven : The 
Incenſe was lighted by that Divinity to whom it was offer d; nor is this 
all 1 may modeſtly boaſt of : For beſides it's noble Birth, you guve it a 
noble Education,when you bred it up among ſt Princes,preſenting it in 4 
Court-Theatre, and by perſons of ſuch Birth and Honour that they boy- 
row'd no Greatneſs from the Charatters they ated. Thus has your 
Lordſhip ſhew'd your ſelf ſo great a Friend to the Muſes ; that as in for- 
mer ages the Poet made the Patron: When all that's left of a Mxcenas, 
is,that Horace gave him a Name: Tour influence on the Contrary, makes 
the Poet, and if this Play Live, or have Succeſs enough to preſerve a 
Name ; 'tis by being your Creature, and enjoying your Smiles , which 
is the higheſt Ambition of 


MY LORD; 


Your Lordſhips moſt Obliged, and 
molt Obedicnt Servant, 


E lkanah Setile. 


© # 


ELIZABETH HOWARD. 

Wiſh youpnly did expe to day, 
I A common Prologue to ſomne uſual Play. 

For when young Ladies are to ſpeak to Kings, 

You look that they (hould fay no Yulgar things, 
'Tis below us what meaner Actors do: 
Either r'excule our ſelves, or rail at You, 
Nor come you here as to the Cummon Pit, 
With the leſt hope of finding fault with Wit. 
Loves gentler Thoughts poſſeſs the Men of Senſe : 
Ar leſt it ſhall be (o, e're they go hence, 
Gallants take. warning then: *t's time to fear , 
When Youth and Beauties on the Stage appear, 
Thoſe Charms elſe-where are pretty dangerous found : 
Burt here we ſhoot upon a Riſing Ground, 
No Heart can ſcape we havea mind to hit, 
Unleſs *tis guarded by ſome Eyes 'ith Pir, 
To Hearts engag'd our power does not extend : 
And therefore. $ir, to you we humbly bend. [To the King. ] 
Yet from your Conſtancy we need not fear: 
To all fair Ny mphs you-keep an open Ear, 
No watching Eyes, thoſe ſoft alluring Wiles, 
Can hinder you from giving Gracious Smiles, 
Now for the Men :. Their praiſe thould next be ſhewn 
But that I think-were better let alone. 

[Written by the Earl of Mulgrave, 


T be ſecond Prologue at Conrt, ſpoken by the Lady 
ELIZABETH HOWARD. 


IT has of late took up a Trick Yappear, 
Unmannerly, or at the beſt ſevere. 
And Poets ſhare the Fate by which we fall, 


When kindly we attempt to pleaſe you all. 
'Tis hard, your ſcorn ſhould againſt ſuch prevail, 


Whoſe ends are to divert you, tho' they fail. | 
| : You | 


T he firfl Prologue at Court, fpoken by the Lady 


4” 


You Men would think it an ilnatur'd Jeſt, 
Should we laugh at you when you did your beſt, 
Then rail'not here, though you fee reaſon wt 


If Wit can findit ſelf no berter ſport z 

Wit is a very fooliſh thing at Conre, 

Wir's buſneſs is to pleate, and not to fright, 
'Tis no Wit to be always in the right : e 
You't find it none, who Care be foto night, 

Few (011l-bred will venture to a Play, 

To (py out Faults in what we Women fay . 

For us no matter what we ſpeak, but how : 

How kindly can we ſay--- I hate you now. 

And for the men, if you'l laugh at e'm, do 
They mind themſelves ſo much, they'l ne're mind you,--- 
But why do I deſcend to loſe a Prayer 

On thoſe ſmall Saints in Wit, the God firs there, 
To you( Great Sir ) my Meſſage hither tends, 
From Youth and Beauty your Allies and Friends, 
See my Credentials writeen in my Face, 

They challenge your ProteQtion in this place : 

And hither come with ſuch a Force of Charms, 

As may give check even to your proſp'rous Armes : 
Millions of Cupids hovering in the Rear, 

Like Eagles following fatal Troops, appear. 

All waiting for the {laughter, which 7 Loma nigh, 
Of thoſe bold Gazers, who: this Night muſt dye, 
Nor can you *ſcape our ſoft Captivitie, 

From which old Age alone muſt ſet you free, 
Then tremble at the fatal Conſequence=—- 

Since, 'tis well known for your own part ( Great Prince ) 
'Gainſt us you ſtil! haye made a weak Defence,--- 
Be generous,. and-wiſe, and take our part 
;Remember we have Eyes, and you a Heart. 

Elſe you may find, too late, that we are things 
Born to ki!l Vaſlals, and co conquer Kings, 

But oh ! to what vain Conqueſt I pretend, 

Whil't Zove is our Commander, and your Fri-nd, 
Our Victory your Empire more aſſurey, . 
For Love will ever make the Triumph yours, 


CYVritten by the Earl of Rocheſter.” 


PROLOGUE 


At the Play Houſe, 


Or this days Treatment you have paid too deave. 
I's our beſt belov'd diverſion is not bere, 

All you're now like to have js. 4 dull Play, 

The Wells have ftoln the Vizar Masks away. 
Now punk in penitential Drink begins, FR | 
To purge the forfeis of her London Sins. | 
Their Loves have been o're-flockt, and but make top, 
For 8 new tillage tow'rds anotber Crop. 
'Tis ſeaſonable | inrts to forbeare : 
Alaſs it is not Harveſt all the Year. 
Though heated they like tatter d Ships keep in, 
They ſtay but io refit, then Lanch again. 
Be honeſt then one Day, and oatien Þs, 
With neither baudy in the Play, nor Pit. | 
And though thus far you to your loſs are come, | 
What's yet ftill noſe yau muſt drive Empty home ; | 
Nor when Play's done need the ſhamefaced Debauch : | 
Change the guilt Chariot for the hackney Coach , | | 
Then ſince our ſober Andience denyes | 
Tow furious men uf prey all hopes of prize-: | 
To; ſee the Play ſhould be your only Ends, | 
Wee'le then preſume you are the Amhors Friends. | 
And though you = 6 your dear delights, you may | 
Be to the Poet kind, and Clap the Play <- . , | | 
Tour Hands are now employ'd no other Wa), . | | 


The ARors Names, 


Muly Labas, Son to the Emperovr 


of Morocco. 


Muly Hamet, a Prince of the Royal} 
Blood, contracted to Mariamne, ; Mc. Smitl 
and General of the Emperours | a 
Forces. 


| Mr. Harrs. 


-» 


Crimalhaz, a Courtier and ein 
to the Queen Mother. Mr. Batterton. 


Hametalha%, his Confident and 
Creature, Governour of a Ca-e Mr. Medboxrne. 
ſtle in Morocco. 


Abdelcador, Friend to Muly Hamet. Mr. Crosby. 
Achbmat, An Eunuch 


Laula, Empreſs of Morocco, and | 
Mother ro Muly Labas and Ma-.> Mris. Batterton, 
riamne. 


Muriamne her Daughter. Mris. Mary Lee. 
Morena, Daughter to Taffalet. Mris. fohnſor. 


Villains, Lords, Meſſengers, Prieſts, Maſquers, and 
other Attendants. 
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The Firſt AQ, Scene the Firſt. 
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Scene opens, Muly Labas appears bound in Chains , 
attended by Guards. ” 


Ondemn'd to. Fetters, and to Sceprers born ! 
''Tis inthis Garb unhappy Princes mourn. 
Yer Fortune to rages is kind, 

"Tis he wants Liber whoſe Soul's confin'd, 

My Thoughts out-fly that mi onqueror , 

Who having one World vaaquiſh'd, wept for more: 

Fetter'd in Empires, he enlargement crav*d 

To the ſhort Walk of one poor Globe enſlay'd, 

My Soul mounts higher , and Fates Pow'r diſdains; 

And makes me reign a Monarch in my Chains. 

But tis my Father has decreed my fate z 

Yer ſtill he ſhews his Greatneſs in his hate, 


Muly L, 


B Thy 


2 The Empreſs of Morocco, 


Thy rage,brave Prince, mean Subjedts does deſpiſe z 
None but thy Son ſhall be thy Sacrifice. * 
| Enter Morena bound. 
This dazling Obje&t my weak fight invades: 
Such Beauty would make Dangeons loſe their ſhades, 
Moren, .Keme Sir, whoa firſt you were aGuelt T 
To-Taffaleya's Cour and Breall, + 
tha fſhnd Wowanz in a Yorpbw'd ſhape, | 
Was a Conſpirator in my own Rape , 
Whea in 2 fatal night, whoſe darkneſs did 
Both our Eſcapes; and my faint Bluſhes hide : 
With You I fled my Countrey,left a Crown , 


Heir oply how t | Kown 1” 
And tiow f@ reſug = co come g 
We in your Fathers t receive this doom g 


[ points to her Chains, 
Our Love from him this Entertainment gains z 


We inour $8 nenary Feet our Chajgs-; X 
Our Fathers t66 have \owprothtin' dir War ; 
By Taffaletta's Arms we are purſu'd, 
Our amorous flights like threatning Comets are, 
Which thus draw after them a txain of Bloud. | 
-Mely L, Why do you thus 8ſad relation make 
Of all that you have ſuffer'd for my fake , 
Unleſs you my Unworthineſs -reſemr, + * 
And of your miſplaced kindnelles repent ? 1 

Moren. No, I recouatthe Scenes of our paſt ſtorms, 

To arm your Fancy for moxe -pleaſihg: forms , 
[come totell you that your: Father's kind, 
And has our mutual Happineſs defign'd. 

Of our paſt Woes I have this relatton given , 
As Purgatory does gllake way for Heaven. 

Mvly L. This-does difperſe my Fears, checks tmy Deſpair: 
And has my Father ----- Shall we then-+-- and are 
Our Loves and Hopes ---- -Oh my-uhruly Joy 
Which does my Thoughts ſo in their Birth deſtoy , 


That 


The Empreſs of Motoceo. 
That my diſorder'd Words no.form can beer-! 
Speak then what You would ſay, 2hid I would hear. 


Moren, He has ronoung'd ſuch great and glorions thivge R 


Asare fit only for the Breath of Kings: 
Our happy Paſhoa he ſq far approves, 
Thar ere three days expire he'l'crown our Loves, 
Know then, to grant our Souls a ſtriker Tye, 

He has decreed ---- we {hall together Dye. 

Muly Z. How are wy viſionary Dreams retir'd, 
And my fond Hopes in the Embrace expir'd : 

Mor. That day my Father ——_ Arms 
To this proud City give their firit Alarms, 

His Standard fix't before Morocco's Walls, 

. Muly Labas and his Morens falls. 

He for my Murder does this reaſon plead, 

He will preſent my Father with my Head, 

That ſudden. Blow, which he deſigns for you , 

'Tis your ſuſpeQted Treaſon prompts him to : 

And the ſame Jealoufe that made his Breath 

Decree your Chains, makes him pronounce your Death. 

Muly L, 1 freely at his feet toy Life will chrow 3 

Life is a debt we to our Parents ow: -'/ 

Bur die ſuſpeted! Canhbe.chink ſo foul © ++ 

A Thought as Treaſon harbqurs in his Soul, 
Which does Moren's ſacred Image bear ! 

No ſhape of ill can come within her;Sphear. 

Bue muſt Morena fall ? when elteſhe bleeds, 

He no ſeverer a Damnatiow needs, ::.. -- | 
That dares pronounce the Sentence of her Death, 
Than the InfeRion that. attends; that Breath, 

Moren, Hold, Sie, and your unmaaly fears remove, 
And ſhew your Courage equal to your Love: | 
Let us to Death in ſolemaTriamph go, 

As tothe nobler Nuptials ofthe two: 

For when we're dead, and our freed Souls enlarg'd, 

of Natures groſſer bardeas we're ge vl 2y 
M2 2 


's The Empreſs of Morocco 
Then gentle as a happy Lovers Sigh, ' * 
Like wandring Meteors through the Air we'l fly; 
And itt our airy Walk, as ſubtil Gueſts, 
We'l ſteal into our cruel Bathers Breaſts , - 
There read their Souls,and track each Paſſions ſphear , 
See how Revenge moves there, "Ambition here : 
And intheir Orbs view the dark Characters 
Of Sicges, Ruins, Murders,Blood and Wars. 
We'l blot out all thoſe hideous Dronghts, and write 
Pure and wh.te forms's we'l with a radiant light 
Their Breaſts incircle,; till their Paſſions be 
Gentle as Nature in its- Infancy g | 
Till ſoften'd by our Charms their Furies ceaſe, 
And their Revenge diſlolves into a Peace. 
Thus by our Death appeas'd, their Quarrel ends : 
Whom Living we made Foes, Dead we'l make Friends. 
Muly L, Oh generous Princeſs} whoſe couragious Breath 
Can ſet ſuch glorious Characters on Death : 
The antient World did but too modeſt prove, 
In giving a Divinity to Love. . 
Love the great Pow'r'oth' higher World controuls, 
Heavea but creates, but Love refines ourSouls.. 
Enter to thens 2. Mother: weeping. 
2. Moth, Oh Son.) your Royal Father ———— 
Muly - 0 Hold 1: your wa 
Confound my hopes. . O-my'/prefaging fears / 
Has he ---- —_ be -»-+ tias tie decreed ----: 
Morena mult not, no, the ſhalLabt bleed :- | 
The Skies would blaſh'when that bold-deed were done ,_ 
And look more red than at a ſetting Sun. 
2. Moth, *Tis not Morena. who isdoom'd to dy.. | 
Muly L . Has he decreed Lſhall her. place fopply *- 
If fo, thanks my kind Father, thon:baſt done | 
The only deed that could oblige-a Son 
If I to fave your Liſte reſign my own; * [to Morena. 
Lihall more glorious ſhine than on his; Throne. 


2. Moth. 


The Empreſs of Morocco: 
Q. Moth. That obje& which your Mothers tears procures 
Is your great Fathers ſudden fate, nor yours. 
Muly L. My Father !. ha! 
2. Moth, +------- is dead. Juſt as he fare 
Pronouncing yours and your Aſorens's fate 5 
A ſudden Check his haſty Breath controul'd, 
He ſtartled, trembled, and his Eye- balls rould, 
His wandring fears, his unſhap'd thoughts ſupply'd 
With horrours, then Muly Labas he cry'd, 
Forgive what my miſtaken Rage has done , 
In peace a thy Miſtreſs and my Throne: 
Then with his dying Breath his Soul retit'd , 
And in a fullen figh his Life expir'd. 
Mvuly L. The Emperour. dead !_ and witit his dying Breath 
Did he Morena to his San bequeath 2- 
He in this Gift a Father has out-don, 
And robs me of the Daty of a Son , 
For thoſe juſt Tears, which Nature ought i imploy, 
To pay my laſt Debt to his Memory, . 
The Crowning of my Pafſton difallows ,. 
Grief ſlightly fts on happy Lovers Brows. 


Enter Crimalhaz and Hametalhaz, with Attendants. 


| A Shout within. 
All Long live Muly Labas. Emperour of Morocco. 
Crim, Welcome, brave Prince, to your great Fathers Crown, 
Advancing from a'Priſon to a Throne: . 
The City does in one fall ſhout concur . 
And in one voice proclaim you Emperour : 
Yet, Sir, your Freedom moſt nor reach fo. far; 
But this fair Princeſs Chains you fill muſt wear. . 
The Sun, Great Sir, muſt in one circuit view 
Your Coronation and' your Nuptials £00. 
Muwly Z, Bnjoy a Throne, and my Morena wedd! | 
A Joy too great were not my Father dead. 
B: 3 The 


bs The Empreſs of Moyoceo. 
The Force of one the others Pow'r controuls : 
Heav'u fits: our ſwelling Paſſions to our Souls, 
When ſome great Fortune to mankind's conyey'd 
Such Bleflings are by Providence allay'd. 

Thus Nature ro the World a Sun creates , 


But with cold Winds his pointed Rays rebates. 
Exit Muly L., leading Morena. 


9 Moth, Beſotted in thy Love and Empires Charms, 
Sleep, and grow dull in your Morezs's Arms. 
"Twas not for this I rais'd thee to a Crown, 
Poiſon'd the Father to enthrone the Son : 
Had(t thou been ripe for Death, we had decreed, 
Thou ſhouldſt him in his Fate, not Throne, ſucceed: 
Thy early growth we in thy Chains had cruſhc, 
And mix'd thy Aſhes with chy Fathers Duſt. 
But live, fond Boy : to manage our Deſign, 
We firſt muſt thy Great General. undermine, 
They, who by Policy a Crown purſue, 
Snatch at one Graſp the Sword and Scepter too. 
Then wee'l with eaſe depoſe an Armleſs King : 
Men ſport with Serpents when they 've loſt cheir Sting, 
When our Deſigns to the full height ſucceed 
T'le place the Crown Imperial on your Head. [co Crimalhaz, 
Sir, of your Progreſs a Relation make, 
How died the King £ how did the Pojſon take * 
Crim, With biery I accompliſh'd your defire , 
For Hell and Night did in the deed conſpire. 
As if He by ſome ſecret inſtin&t knew 
The fatal Potion had been ſent by you: .. 
Uy from. his Seat he roſe, and ſighing cried , 
O unkind Lavla ! and theg groan'd and died. 
His Death ſo much of horrour did preſent , 
I curs'd my Hand for being the Inſtrument: 
A ſtrange unuſual trembling ſhook my Heart, 
As that Magician, whoſe infernal.,art, 
"= | Raiſing 


| | The Empreſs of Morocco: 
mo Viſion, is with Terrour-ſeiz'd 

At th'Apparition his own Charms have rais'd, 
Have you conſider'd, Madam, what you've done 2- 


9. M. Poiſon'd my Husband, Sir, and ifthere need 
Examples to inſtruct you in the deed, 
I'll make my A&ions plainer underſtood, 
Coppying his Death on all che Royal Blood. . 


Crim. The Falls of Kings are heavy, and on You---- 
2. M. Hold, Sir, ſure you have druak the Poiſon too, 


That thus your Blood-grows cold, and your faint Breaſt 
Is with ſuch dull and ſtapid Fears poſleſt. 
A Stateſ-mans Breaft ſhould fcorn to feel remorſe , 
Murder ad Treaſon are but things of courſe, 
Crim, Lama Convert, Madan, for kind Heaven , 
Has to mankind immortal Spirits given , 
And Courage is their Life : bur when that ſinks , 
And to tame Fears and Cowatd-faintnefs ſhrinks, 
We the great Work of that bright Frame deſtroy, 
And ſhewthe World, that even our Souls can dy, 
By your Example Tl great Deeds purſue: 
My Thoughts ſha'at ſtart at what my Hand dares do, 
Hamet. Madam, as Agents in this great Deſign, 
Zh, Moy at and Abdrahamon joyn , 
They the Kings Ears will with ſuch Whiſpers fil, 
As ſhall the Poyſon Jealouſfie inſti!! : 
And by ſuch ſabrilty his Breaſt inſeR, 
Till he his Generals Loyalty ſuſpe&, 
Crim. Then to promote Suſpition we'l proclaim 
His Generals high Courage, Pow'r and Fame, 
His Armies Love, and his great Spirit praiſe : 
And to that pitch his heighten'd Virtues raiſe, 
That their Perfection ſhall appear their Crime , 
As Giants by their Height do Monſters ſeem, 
2. M. Brave Crimalhas ! thy Breaſt and mine agree : 
Now thou art waithy of a Crown and Mee. . 


And 


2 The Empreſs of Moroccs. 


And by ſuch Arts I'll my Sons Breaſt invade 
Till his fond Duty has his Life betray'd , 
Till by my means we have his Army gain'd, 
And have remov'd the Sword into your Haad: 
And then we publikly and ſafely oy 
Our bloody Enfigns tothe World diſplay : 
'His Pow'r once gone, we'l a&t his Death in ſtate, 
And daſh his Blood againſt his Palace Gate. 
Great Deeds ſhould in the apen day be don, 
As Sacrifices offte1'd to the Sun, 
Crim, Burt-till theſe mighty Actions ripen'd are 
We muſt the borrow'd Looks of Friendſhip wear. 
2. M.To flatt'ring light'ning our feign Smiles conform, 
Which, back'd with Thunder do but guild a Storm, | 
Fins Atm primt. [| Exeunt. 


AR the Second, Scene the Firſt. 


— 


The Scene opened, 3s repreſented the Proſpe& of a large 
River, with a glorious Fleet of Ships, ſuppoſed to 
be the Navy of Muly Hamet , after the Sound of 
Trumpets and the Diſcharging of Guns. 


Emter King, Young Queen, Hametalhaz aud Attendants. 


Hamet. (Tar Sir, Your Royal Fathers General 
Prince Muly Hamet's Fleet does homewards ſail, 
And in a ſolemn and triumphant Pride 
Their Courſe up the great River Tenſift guide , 
Whoſe guided Currents do new Glones take 
From the Reflection his bright Streatners make : 
The Waves a Maſque of Martial Pageants yield, 
A flying Army on a floating Field, 
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Order and Harmony in each appear , 

Their lofty Bulks the foaming Billows bear, 

In ſtate they move, and on the Waves rebound, 

As if they danc'd to their own Trumpets ſound : 

By Winds inſpired, with lively Grace they roul 
As if that Breath and motion lent a Soul. 

And with that Soul, they ſeem taught Duty too, 
Their Topſails low1'd, their Heads with Reverence bow : 
As if they would their Generals Worth enhance, 
From him, by inſtin&, taught Allegiance. 

Whilſt the loud Cannons eccho to the ſhore, 

Their flaming Breaths ſalute You Emperour, 

From their deep Mouths he does your Glory fing: 
With Thunder, and with Light'ning, greers his King. 
Thus to expreſs his Joys, in a loud Quire 

And Conſort of wing Meſſengers of fire 

He has his Tribute ſent, and Homage given, 

As men in Incenſe ſend up Vows to Heaven. 


Enter Muly Hamet aud Abdelcador, Attended, introduced with 4 


Flowriſh of Trumpets : Muly Hamet kneels 
to the King. 


King. Welcome true owner of that Fame you bring , 
A Conquerour is a Guardian to a King. 
Conqueſt and Monarchy conſiſtent are , 
'Tis Viftory ſecures thoſe Crowns we wear, 
Muly Hamet. In all that Sword you lent me has ſubdu'd, 
I only, Sir, my Duty have vurſu's: 
And aQts of Duty merit no applauſe , 
I owe my Lawrels to my Royal Cauſe, 
My Actions all are on your Name enroll'd, 
Since 'tis from you my Canqu'ring Pow'r I hold. 
Hametal, But in Morocco his high Pride may find 
His Name leſs glorious, and his Stars leſs kind. [ aſide. 
Myly Hamet, Sir, your victorious Artns are doub'ly crown'd, 
On Sea and Land the ſame ſucceſs have found : 


C When 
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When firſt our greeting Navies did ſalute, 

And inthe rage of Flames'our Cauſe diſpute : 
The Trains of Fire our fatal Guns did make 
Did the fierce ſhape of blazing Comets take : 
Our meeting Heat ſuch fury did contra, 
That Comets can bur threaten what we a&. 
But when the Day had a ſpectatour been , 
And the whole Progreſs of this Parley ſeen, 
Led by your Genius, fate their Side rfook , 
Some of the:r Ships I ſunk, and ſome I took. 
But when the #aterpoſing ſhades of Night 
Aſſiſted them tm their diforder'd flight, 

I made their Fleet to Conquelt light my way, 
With burning Ships made Beacons on the Sea. 


King. Kind Fate, in giving you ſo great Succeſs , 
Could ſcarce grant more ,- nor did You merit leſs. 


Muly H, Their Arms who have at Sea viRorious been, 
Do but the Out-works of an Empire win, 
Then to compleat, what on the Sea before 
I'd but begun, T landed on their Shore. 


Abadelc. Saphee and Salli, Mwgadore, Oran , 
The fam'd Arzille, Alcazer, Titnas , 
Which the Uſurper Gayland's Pow'r poſleſt , 
Thoſe his Sword conquer'd, and his Fame the reſt : 
For the leſs Cities at his Names ſurpriſe , 
Yielding made Crowds of bloodleſs. Viories, 
Your Arms againſt your Foes ſo much have done, 
They feel the Heat though the figrce Fire be gone, 
Muly H. And now ----- 
Hearing whoſe Force Morerco will invade , 
1 have bought home your Army-to your aid, 
T. 2. Valour and Fate ſach juft ſucceſs allow, 
As firmly place the Laurel on your Brow , 
Whoſe very Looks ſo much your Foes ſurpriſe , 
That Yon, like Beauty, conquer with ,your Eies. | 


Bus 
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But, Muly Hamet, now your Sword muſt be 
Imploy'd in a more Cruel Viory , 
Againſt Invaders You your Force mult lead, 
And meet my Father 1n an Army's Head : 
Bit the rough hand of War more gentle make , 
And ſpare His Blood, for His Moyena's ſake. 

Muly H. We only do aſpire: to this great end, 
To make your Father not our Prize, but Friend, 

King. Should Fortune Crown our Forces with Succeſs, 
Our =—_ though Conqu'ring, ſhall not make him leſs, 


Enter Mariatne, attended, 


Muly H. Now T'm a Conqueronr, Mariamne's Name alone 
Has Triumph in'cy I from this hour am made 
Greater than if I wore thoſe Crowns I won 
My Laurels too without your Beams would fade. 

Mariam, If Mariamnes Eies, Great Sir, can give 
Your Laurels Life, ſhe grants them leave to live, 

Muly H, Oh my full Joys! 

Mcriam, I come, as one of the Admiring Crowd, 

To welcom Him whoſe Actions ſpeak {o loud. 

Muly H. Madam, my Deeds can reach no higher Fame, 
Than that your pretious Breath gives 'em a Name. 

Mar. No doubt but War and the harſh ſound of Arms 
Has from your Bofome chas'd Loves ſofter Charms : 
Your Thoughts, accuſtom'd nbw:ro Martial Toils , 
Court. only . Honour, dreſt in ſavage Spoils, 

Muly H, No, Madam, War has taught my Hands to aime 
Act Glory, to deſerve a Lovers Name 
Since my Ambition has your Heart purſu'd, 

I Conquer Crowns to make my Title good : 
Whoſe narrow Thoughts to lefſer Objets move s 


His Soul wants Room to ehtertain your Love. 
King. Sir,to requite:you with a Crown would be 
Too mean Reward,, Crowns you've beſtow'd on me : 


: C 3 To 
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To ſpeak my Thanks and Gratitude more large, 

T hat vaſter DebtIowe She ſhall diſcharge. 

To pay what ſo much Merit does require, 

I do command you love , where I admire, [to Mariamae, 
Muly H. Though Mariamne's Love appear'd before 

The higheſt Happineſs Fate had in ſtore , 

Yet when I view it, as an Offering 

Made by the Hand of an obliging King , 

It takes new Charms, looks brighter, lends new Heart. 

No Objects are ſo Glorious or ſo Great, 

But what may ſtill a Greater Form put on, 

As Optick Glaſſes magnifie the Sun, 


Exter Crimalhaz, Shouts within, 


Crim, Your Subjects wait with eager joys to pay 
T heir Tribute to your Coronation Day. 
King. You are arrived a welcom Gueſt, to ſhare 
Thoſe Ceremonies which their Joys prepare; [to Muly Hamer. 
Your Preſence to their ſolemn Rites will grant 
That Ornament which this days Triumphs want: 
What more could their impatient Wiſhes meer, 
Then in one day a King and Conquerour _ e 
Whilſt they behold triumphant on one Throne 
The Wearer and Defender of a Crown, 
Lead 0n ------ 
Mvuly H, Lead on, and all that kneel co you, 
Shall bow to me, This Conqueſt makes it due. * [ 7 Mariamne, 
Excunt af bas Cliimalhaz, 
Crim. Dull Soauldier , in thy Vikories go on, 
And live to ſee me wear the Crowns you won. 
Let Cowards 0 their Fathers Thrones advance , 
Be Great and Powerful' by Inhericance, 
No Laurels by- deſcent my Brow adorns 
But what gains Crowns. Iam to Courage born; 
Ambition is the riſe of 'Souls, like mine, 
Thoſe Wreaths wy. Birth does.want, my Brain ſhall win, 


They 


— —— 


, I = ll 
DRY >— II Tx i IJ _— 
: [ NY Es 


ln rl 036 
\<" >< >>> \\ NaN "<> BI > IL SY, <8 #0 Ez” 


Lo —— COTE TEE OI. OOO O— i -- ao. ——_— — > my dC - m———ed 


a—_—_ _ 1 Jr a7 groom wonnuurronrm ua alma "net 
"$9.0 ,- | Tr — - | 


o 
"4 
uy 


_—c 


TILT oe 


—  HHO_ 


ESE. 


TT or ee CUNT Wm! TI ps een ot 

WI aa Wk 10WL41JU Nl Ul _ - e wil LE TOW F ly _ | 3 5 Fa a = 717 4 
. _ = E = 3m -F > * - a --- 4" —_ — 

PL "he ESTSE EL: - Hi EEE EIS EEO us 2-23” a> > =" > A = 
% - — 0» — -—- : - \/ = ww jib _ A et _ | Mp _— — 
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They in advance to Greatneſs glorious prove , 

Who out of the dull crack of Birth-right move. 

Birth-right, the Prop of an unpurchas'd Name, 

A weak Alliance to an elder Fame, ? 

No Glory by Deſcent is never worn; 

Men ate to Worth and Honour Rais'd, not Born, Exit, 


Fhe Scene opened. 


A State us preſented, the King, 2ueen and Mariamne ſeatedy Maly 
Hamet, Abdelcador and Attendants, 4 Mooriſh Dance i pre- 
ſented by Moors in ſeveral Habits, who bring in an anifcia 
Palm-tree,about which they dance to ſeveral antick Inſtruments of 
Muſick, in the intervals of the Dance,this Song is ſung by a Moo- 
riſh Prieſt and two Mooriſh Women z the Chorus of it being per- 
formed by all the Moors, 


1: Stanz2.. 
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N O Muſick like that which Loyalty ſings , 
A Conſort of Hearts. at the Crowning of Kings : 


| There's no ſuch delightful and raviſhing Strain, 
Y As the = and Shouts 4 Long Live and Reign. . 
Ei Long live and reign, long live and reign, 


No Shouts ſo delightful, as, Long Live and Reign. . 
Long live and reign, &c, Chorus. . 


23 Stanza. . 


No Homage like what from Loyalty ſprines , 
Wee'l kneel to our Gods, but wee't die for our Kings: 
We'l pay that Devotion our Lives ſhall maintain : 
No raiſing of ' Ahtars like Long: Live and Reign. 
Long live andreign, long live and Reign, | 
No rang of Altars, like Long Live and Reign... 
Lone lzve, Kc, 
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. After the Dance. | ; 
King, They have paid theirs, nowT my Debts will pay, 
Sir, the next Sur-ſh:llſee your Nuptial day, 
We, who would beſt great-Services requite , 
Do firſt our Friendſhips, then onr Bloods unite : 
And that your Hands more ſolemnly way joiae , 
Our Royal Mothers Gift ſhall ſecond mine, 
YT. Queen, Her gentle Breath already, fromJuſt Fame , 
Has kindly entertain'd your Glorious Name z 
And tn that Dreſs, Yon, as a Conqu'rour, may 
To Her a more than welcome Viht pay. 
King. But ſince the Sorrows'of the Mourning Quaeen, 
For our late Father, make Her keep unſeen, 
Ler rhis conduct you. ' [ Gives hima Ring, 
AMuly H, Tam here more bleſt ------ 
Than if I an Imperiaf&@polleſt. 
Whilſt in your Breaſt Empire I obtain , [.:o Mariamne. 
Not only Kings, but wmenvied reign. 
Beauty would almoſt Inffdels create, 
beyond Love, can wiſha higher ſtate? 
| Exeunt all but Abdelcador, 
Ahaelc. Oh Charming Sex ! ------ 
'vaſt a Circle does thy Magick take ? 
The higheſt Spirits humbleſt Lovers maRe, 
All that Heroick Greatneſs, which but now 
Made haughty Foes and ſtubborn Nations bow , 
Turns Vaſlal to a Smile, a Looks diſguiſe : 
Who conquer Thouſands are one Womans Prize. 
Fate ſets Commanding Beauty in their way , 
Beauty that has more God-like Pow'r than they : 
Love o're the Hearts of yielding Heroes ſports , 
Who're Conquerours in Camps, areSlaves in Courts, Exit, 
Finis Atm fecundi, 


Act 
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AR the Third , Scene the Firſt. 


Enter Muly Hamet, Scene the Palace, 


Mvuly SI now our Royal Mothers Breath muſt bind 
Thar ſacred tye of Love my King has fign'd, 
And Providence has feal'd: make Her but king, Exifp 


Scene- a Bed-Chamber. 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Crimalhaz and Queen Mother ſlee- 
ping on a Couch, a Table ſtanding by, with Crimalhaz's Pigme 
of Feathers, and his Drawn Sword upon it... 


-_- 


Re-enter Muly Hamer, 


Auly H. Laula in Crimalhaz his Arms afleep ! 
Ha ! Does ſhe thus for her dead Husband weep ? 
Oh fond and amorous Queen ! has. Luſt ſuch Charms, 
Can make Her fly to an Adulterers Arms ? 
His Sword drawn for his Guard,----- [ Spies the Sword. . 
But he ſhall die. , ----- No, He ſhall Wake, and Know 
The Juſtice and the Hand that gives the Blow : 
Should I deſcend co a Revenge 1o bale , 
His Death unarm'd my Glory would deface : 
I will reſtore the Traytors Sword , for ſtill 
I have been taught to conquer thoſe I kill. 
Well, as a Witneſs of his Crime, his Sword 
Vie take , which when we meet ſhall be reſtor'd:; 
Then ſecretly, but honourably too, 
My Hand ſhall A& what to his Guilt is due, 
For, leſt I ſhould my Queens Diſgrace proclaime ,/ 


I'le right her Wrohgs, byt T'le conceal her Shame. Ce 
T he 


| i6 The Enipreſs of Morocco. 
The Scene changes to an Anti-Chamber. 
Muly Hamet re-enters with the [ame Sword, and in paſſing 
over the Stage is overtaken by the Kings 
King, Muly Hamet : ſtay. 
Mvuly H. The King ! 
King, What have you there * , 
Muly H. Curſt Chance! what ſhall I ſay ? [ aſide, 
King. You thus appear 
To've left the Field to gather Laurels here, 
YWho is the Man that has this Honour gain'd, 
To be ſubdu'd by ſuch a Gen'rous Hand © 
Tell me, 
Muly H, Your Royal Pardon. 
King. No, proceed, 
If you have kil!'d him, 1 forgive the Deed, 
Who e're againſt You durſt his Sword untheath 
Has juſtly from your Hand deſerv'd his Death, 
Muly H. No, Sir, he lives, and liyes unvanquiſh'd too, 
King, How, lives ! 
Muly H, Oh do not your Demands purſue. 
Urge me no more, nor force me to reveal 
The only thing my Honour would conceal. 
King. How, Muly Hamet, durſt you a& that thing 
You dare not utter to your Friend, and King. 
Muly H, My Kings Eſteem I by my Silence loſe, 


And Speaking, I his Mothers Shame expoſe. [ aſide. 
King. Speak, if you can by Friendſhip be conjur'd. 
Whoſe is it ? 


Mvly H. Sir, 'tis Crimalhaz his Sword. 
King, How Crimalhaz ! Are you not newly from 
Th' apartment of my Royal Mother come 2 
In what defenceleſs Garb did you ſurpriſe 
| Him there, that you diſarm'd him with ſuch eaſe 2 
We o're our Womens Honours ſet ſuch Eies, 
Thar the Seraglio all acceſs denies. 
Who enters thee without my Signet dies. 
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Muly H, Her Shame too openly will be deſcry'd , 

His Jealouſie will find what I would hide, [ «fde. 
King. A ſudden Fancy does my Breaſt inflame, 

Something ſo ſtrange, as I want words to name : 

Bur She's my Mother, and I darenot gueſs------ 

Yet She's 2 Woman, and I can nolefs 

Thanſtart at Horrours which my Honour ſtain, 

Confuſion! and was Crimalhaz the Man ? 
Muly H. Oh! Sir, what has my forced Obedience don ? 

Againſt a Mother T've -incens'd a Son, 

Your Princely Brow let no diſorders change , 

Let my Hand, Sir, Your diſturb'd Peace revenge, 
King. No, Muly Hamet has a Sword too good 

To be defil'd with an Adulrterers Blood. 

He rt an ignobler Fate ſhall be condemn'd ; 

Tie make him infamous, low, and contemn'd. 

Diſrob'd of all his Titles he ſhall bleed, 

Like a Crown'd Victim to an Altar led , 

W hoſe Wreaths and Garlands to the fire are caſt , 

And then the naked Sacrifice falls laſt, 

That ſinking Stateſ-man undergoes the worſt 

Of Deaths,whoſe Honours a whoſe Pow'r dies firſt, [ exit King, 
Muly H, This was the only Chance could ſhake my Fame, 

Oh weak Foundations of a Glorious Name ! 

I from the Field do a Crown'd Conqu'rour come, 

To turn a bale Informer here at home: 

Yet nothing is ſo bright - but has ſome Scars , 

Men can throngh Glaſſes find out Spots in Stars, [ Exit. 


The Scene changes again to the Queen Mothers Bed-Chamber , 
where She and Crimalhaz appear hand in hand , She in a Mor- 
ning Dreſs. 
Crim. Love a&ts the part of tributary Kings ; 
As they pay homage totheir Conquerour , 
Our kind Embmaces-are bur Offerings 
Of Tribute to triumphant Beaury's Pow'r. 


D 9, Moth. 
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2., M. Great Spirits Rivals are to Gods, and can, 
Were all the World like me, their Heav'n unman : 
We'd antidate our Bliſs, not ſtay to move, 
like Pageant-Saints, to airy Seats above : 

We'd here below enjoy our Chiefelt Good , 
And reap Delights which they ne're underſtood. 

Crim. Ha | my Sword gon | Madam, we are betray'd, 

9. M, Whole he that Ges our Privacy invade £2 

Crim, Some fatal Eye our interview has ſeen, 

9. M. Whoe're has ſeen us, knows I am a Queen. 
That powerful Word his Silence does demand ; 

"Tis Blaſphemy to name, nay underſtand 
What Princes 8. —  — 
Crim. Ho! Achmat, Achmat, ----- - C Enter Achmar, 
onnne ne -- What bold Man has been 
Admitted toth' Apartment of the Queen ? 

Ach. Prince Muly Hamet. 

og Ha ! by whoſe Command? = 

Achm. The Royal Signet from the Kings own hand. 
Gave him Admicttance. 

2. Moth, But, rude Slave, how duiſt 
You violate what [ commanded firſt ? 
i#now, Traytor, I am Mother to a King : 

His Pow'r ſubordinate from Me does Gring, 
My Orders therefore ſhould unqueſtion'd ſtand, 
Who gave- him Breath, by which he does Command. 
What my Commandsthave miſt, this ſhall make good. . 
Pringes are by their Deeds beſt underſtood... 
[ Stabs the Eunuch,who falls and dies. 

Crim, Fall, and in. Death all hopes of Mercy loſe,... 
Who durſt the Secrets of yqur Queen diſcloſe: - 
Cloſets of Princes ſhould be held Divine, 

As a Saints preſence Conſecrates his Shrine: 

And Princes Pleaſures ſhould Alliance hold 

With their great Pow'r, be ſree and uncontrou'ld. . 
2. Moth. Is it not pity now »--+--. 


Thas 


The Empreſs of Morocco. 
That Grave Religion, avd dull ſober Law 
Should the high flights of Sportive Lovers aw ? 
Whilſt for the loſs, of what's not worth a Name, 
The ſlight excnrfions of a wanton flame, 

You mult your Ruine meet, and I my Shame: 

And yet we mult not at our Dooms repine 3 

Becauſe Law and Religion are Divine. 

Yes , they're Divine, for they're ſo over-good, 
I'm ſure, they ne're were made by Fleſh and Blood. 
Bur ſince 'tis paſt, what does your Courage think ? 
You will not thake, at what | ſcornto ſhrink. 

Crim, No, though I loſe that Head which I before 
Deſig'nd ſhould the Morocco-Crown have wore : 


Yet what's the fear of Tortures, Neath, Hell 2 Death, 


Like a faint Luſt, can only ſtop the Breath, 
Tortures weak Engines that can run us down, 
Or skrew us up till we are out of tune, 
And Hell, a feeble, puny cramp of Souls : 
Such infant Pains may ſerve to frighten Fools. 
Fares, if I'm doom'd your Mark, Ile ſtand you fair 3 
Nor will I for your Favours loſe a Pray'r, 

2. M.A pray'r, Devotion anda Stateſ-man ! No, 
The Pow's above are titular below : 
Stars are all Eye, and when great Deeds are done 
All cheir faine Lights are but bare Lookers on. 
Now thou art brave, none but a Heart above 
The ſhock of Fortune, could deſerve my Love : 
Bur fear no danger, to our aid Tle call 
My Ats and Fiends in Hell to ſtop our Fall, 
 Tothis le for our ſafety take recourſe : 

Through your right Hand this fatal Dagger force : 
Then leave the Condu@ of the Deed to me ; 
Fate dares no leſs than my ProteQor be, 


Heye Crimalhaz ftabbs himſelf tn his right 
Arm, which immediately appears bloody. 


Crim, "Tis don. 


[Throws away the Daze 
D 2 


er. 


Enter 
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Enter to them the King and Muly Hamet. 


King. May Heav'n forgive my Eies,that they have ſeen 
This Obje& in a Mother and a Queen, 

£2. M. OhSon ! be deafto what will wound your Ear, *- 
Let this black Day be cancell'd from the Year, 
Bur if your Juſtice muſt his Faults purſue , 
Impoſe on Me what to his Guilt is due, 

Muly H, See how ſhe treats her Shame: Madam, I wiſh 
Your Virtues greater, or your Birth were leſs. 

King. Since you have ſullied thus our Royal Blood , 


The Grounds and Riſe of this paſt Crime relate, [ro Crimalhaz. 


Thar, having your Offences underſtood , 
We, what we cann't recall, may expiate, 
Crim. Sir, *T was my fate ------ -- 
9. M. Hold, Sir, the Story does to me belong, 
A Womans Frailty from a Womans Tongue. 
Whilſt penſively I in my Cloſer fate 
My Eyes pay'd Tribute tomy Husbands Fate , 
And while choſe Thoughts my ſinking Spirits ſeis'd 
His Entrance my dejected Courage rais'd : 
[ Pointing fo Muly Hamet. 
The ſudden ObjeRt did new Thoughts produce , | 
My Griefs ſuſpended, lent my Tears a Truce - , 
For then I otherwife employ'd my Eies, | 
Whilf in His Aſpe@ Tread Viories. [_ points to Muly Hamet. 
But, Aly Hamet, then your cruel Breaſt ----- | 
Muly H. Speak. 
2. AM. Let my Tears and Bluſhes ſpeak the reſt: | 
Muly H. What does ſhe mean © My lab'ring Thoughts diſpatch, 
9. M, Your Soul and Perſon Nature did il! match. 
Such lavage Paſſons and unruly Heat, 
L2ig'd in Your Breaſt, hold a too glorious Seat. 
AMily H. This myſtick Language , em my Sence confound, 
9. Moth. Oh, Sir! 
K1»g. This riddling Hiſtory expogind, 
Well, 
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2. x. Well, Sir, fince you will force my Tongue, I muſt 
Be romy Honour and my Virtue juſt. 
Having a while upon each other gaz'd, 
He at my Silence , F his Eyes amaz'd : 
Then , Muly Hamet , then ---- 
King. What did he do 2 
2. M. Attempt to raviſh me. His alterd Brow 
Wore ſuch fierce Looks, as had more proper been 
To lead an Army with, than Courr a on 
And, as a Raviſher, T abhorr'd hamrmore 
In that black form, than TI admir'd' before” 
But whilſt my Virme 4 Reſiſtance made® | 
My Shrieks and Cries brought 4chmat to iny aid : 
Whilſt th' Eunuch ſtood amaz'd, his Sword he ſnatc'd, 
And at one Stroke his wond'ring Soul diſpatet' d. 
Muly H. Oh Hortour ? 
 F£. M. Then, led by ſome hippy Chance, 
Kind Cyimalhaz did rfmy Aid di vine... 0) 
Crim, But being gby my ſudden- Entrance eroſt, 
And all the Hopes of his ftoln Pleaſures loſt, ' 
My fight did to Nis ſparkling Eieg-inſptet” 1 144) 
Such Rage, as if his Exſtthad lend nn et #1 1 | 
Though Juſtice th Her Cityſe did ov Hand; 
No Sword could his Vitorious/Artn f, wiklands 
And when his Weapon through my Hand: rut” 2-1 
Fearidgth' Eventof what his Rage had done, - " 
He bore away my Sword,'a poor Pretence, EMLIGY » —_ 
To turn his Crime upon'ny Hinoeeee," >: 177 "0rd 
Muby H,' Falſe ane\perfidions"Fraytour?" \ [t Crimalkiz, 
Sir, to = Royal Favours add one mere,- - - "Fo ebe King. . 
And Ile quit alt'that Freceivd- before” F _ 
To this Adulterer your Leave” afford+- T9 8 -2bn th 
To vingicat@his Treiſon" oy bis Sword 52011 04 1 (v _ 
Thar Juſtice, by wyFkhd, iy! ere rec Þ- wag + 


And ſtifle with —— pojurd Breith, 


——"_ 
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King, HoldySir, if you this raſh.attempe purſue, 
You'l make me think, that what he ſays 4s true. 
This ſubtile myſtery confounds. me more 
Than the paſt horrour of che Deed before. 
Crim. Alas, Sir, He, who has ſo ſavage. been , 
Todare abuſe the Honour of a Queen, 
Eſteeming all leſs Crimes' but ſportive things, 
Could not want Words t abuſe the Ears of Kings. 
Muly H. Bold Villain -+---- 
King. Hold, your Paſſhons Rage command , 
You in an injur'd Monarchs preſence tand. 
Muly H. Can the Eternal Pow'rs fuch Treachery 
Permit © You the-great Rulers of the Sky, 
Sitting thus patient at ſo tame a rate, 
In Heav'ns (oft: eaſe are growa effeminate. 
If ſuch loud Crimes your armleſs Pow'r out- face, 
Your pointleſs Vengeance will your Heay'n diſgrace. ' 
9. M. Had you my Breaſt by Honour ſought co win, 
Yet Love t a pious Mother, and a Mourning hm, 
Had ſounded harſh. But. grant chat Time and Love 
Could from my Boſom my dead, Lord remove: 
I co your Paſſion might /{6, jaſt have been, 
To 've met your.Love,, but not ich' ſhape of Sin. 
Muly H. Madam, You may ſay any thing: Your Sex 
And Birth the vent of my juſt-Pafſion checks. 
Sir, do but hear ---+--- [To the King, 
Crim. You may vouchſafe to hear 
What You may read more. plainly, here, and there, | 
" [Poimtsto thedead Eunuch and his wounded Arm, 
King. Lin this Parley too much time beſtow : 
Hearing the Cauſe, I make the Vengeance ſlow, 
Guards ------ Yet Ile. hear him ---——- 
Muly H. My ſingle Word a vain Defence will make , 
Where ſo much Witneſs, and a Mother ſpeak. 
But yet Heav'n ſees my Innocence and know 
TT hatI am proud this Shame to undergo. 
--£ Believe 
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Believe me, her iatended Raviſher: - 
Appearing ſo, I take the Guilt from-Her. 
Their falſe Impeachments do this comfort bring, 
That I may wear that Cloud would ſhade a King. 
King. His kind ſoft Words do but confirm th' Offence; 
Men are nere loſers for their Breaths expence : 
But ſtill ſpeak kindeſt when their Falls are near, 
Not out of Generoſity, but Fear. . 
Ic is enough She witneſs'd his Offence , 
Her Virtue ſcorns to accuſe Innocence, 
And fince her Blood does run withigmy Veins, 
By ' inſtin& I know-ſhe all that's baſe diſdains. 
But if I want more Proofs to make ir our, 
His Murder and his Wound removes the doubr, 
Muly Hamet, for this Guile our Prophets Breath 
Has in his ſacred Laws pronounc'd your Death, 


9. M. His Death [ Surprized, 
Bur hold ! The King will then my Cheat deſcry, 
I wiſh His Death who tamely ſee him dye, [_ «ſider 
O cruel Sir, that killing. Breath recall: [to the King. 


Our holy Prophet dares not (ee him fall, 

I'm ſure, had he My Eyes, Heay'a cannot ſee 

Such Courage bear ſo harſh a Deſtinie. 

The Pow'rs above would ſhrink at what he felt-: 

His Death to_Tears.theiz. Chryftal Orb would melt, 

But --*------ 

If You muſt at what Mercy:can't preyenty: 

Inflict----- inflict ſome. milder Puniſhment. 

King. His Deeds and Service in Morocco's Caule 

May mitigate the rigour of our Laws. 

His. Army then I to your charge commend , . 

Her Honours Guardian, and.our Loyal'Frjend.. [7 Crimalhaz.- 

Here bind the Traytox, and convey bim-ſtraic  . [to the Guards, - 

To Priſon, there to linger outthis Fate + : 

Till his hard ©90ging and his ſlender Faod | 

Allay the. Fury ot his Luſtful Blood,. - [ Gvards bjzd Muly _y 
| 2, Moth, -, 
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9. M. Think what Impreſſton on my Breaſt 'twill. make, 
To tice his Hands wear Fetters for my ſake. 

Muly H. Madam, be ſerious, tell me how ſo foul * 
A Treaſon gain'd admiſſiohto your Soul, 

2 M,My Soul! Dull Man,what has my Soul to do 


In ſuch mean Acts as my betraying You ? In whiſper 

Murder and Treaſon --+-- between 

Without the help of Souls,when I think good, Muly Ha- 

Such roys I a&; as I'm but Fleſh and Blood. | mer and 
7s. H, Let not too high your Scorn of Juſtice ſwell: } Queen 

Know, Madam on ſuch Crimes there waits a Hell, . | aorhey; 
9. 4. Hell! No, of that I ſcorn to be afraid: 


Te tend ſuchthrongs to the infernal ſhade, 
Betray, and kill, and damn tothar degree, : 
I le crowd up Hell, till there's no Room for Me. | 
King. Here, tothe Tower that guarded Pris'ner ſend : 
His faither Doom from my Commands attend, 
Muly H. 1 for my former ſtate 
My Homage to your Royal Father paid, 
And Monarchs may deſtroy what Monarchs made : 
For Subjects Glories 2re but borrow'd things, 
Rais'd by the favourable Smiles of Kings: 
And at their Authors Pleaſures ſhould retire, 
And when their Breath renounces'em expire. | 
Should I the Sentence 'of my- Sovereign blame, 
I ſhould be guiltier than They ſay I am, 
Bur though your Frowns dectare' nyy Ferters juſt, 
Look to what dang*rous Hand your Pow'r you truſt. 
Monarchs do nothing ill, anſeſs'when they 
By their own Ads of Grace their- Lives betray. 
When Favours they too gen'roufly afford , 
And ina Treacherous Hand miſplace their Sword, 
Their Bounties in their Ruine are 'emptoy'd : 
Kings only by their Vertues'are deſtroy'd: i: 
King. Your Counſels weakly:do my Ears attract s 
You ill teach Virtue which you-cannot a. 


Live 


"The Empreſs of Morocco. ' 25 
Live then, till time this ſenſe of Horrour brings, 
Whar *cis co ravith Queens, and injure Kings. 
Exeunt King and Muly Hamet-ſeverally, Muly Hamct les 
out by the Guards. 
9. M. You ſee the Fatesdo their Allegiance know , 
And to my pow'rful Breath their Conduct ow, 
'Tis pity Monarchy are fo (carce ------ 
Such gen'rous, <aſie, kind, good-natured things , 
That one feign'd Tear canrule the Faith of Kings. 
Crim, So bravely, Macam, your-Delign ſucceeds, 
' As if the Fates were Yaſlals to your Deeds, 
That Politician who to Empire climbs, - - .. 
With Virtues Dreſs ſhould beaurifie his Crimes 
Our guilded Treaſon thas like Coral ſeems , 
W hich appeats Black within its native Streams : 
Bur when Diſclos'd it ſees the open Airs 
It changes Colour, and looks Frefh and Fair. [ Exeunt. 


Scene the ſecond, the Scene: a Priſon. 
The Scene opens', Maly Hamer appears bound. 


Muly H. Diſrob'd of all at once ! whatturns more ſtrange 
Can Ages, if an Hour caa make ſuch Change £ 


Enter to him Mariamne, with. one Attendant , from whone © 
ſhe takes a Sword , and. exit Attendant. 
Kind Mariamne ! | 

Mar, Yes, Falſe Man, the ame, 

Till your bold Luſt had forfeired that Name, 
The Daughters eafie Breaſtwquld-ill confer 
A Kindneſs on her Mothers Raviſher. 

Muly H, Can Mariamne think tne guilty too ? 
More than my Chains have done your Frowns will do: 
Mariamne's Eyes out-vie her Brothers Pow'r. 

LI ne're was miſerable. cill this hour, 


E Mar. 
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Mar, Unerateful !' is your Soul ſo much defaced 2 
Have I fo Ny 2 too fond Heart miſplaced £ X 
My Rival Mother does my Right remove : 
And in affront to- my rejeRed Love 
Your Scorn to Me you in her Shame make good , 


- Forcing her Virtue to prophane my Blood. 


But, perjur'd Man, though you deſerve (o ill, 
Yet you ſhall find me Marianne ſtill. 
To my paſt Fayours I will add one more. 
Thus I your Freedom, and your Sword reſtore. 
[HUnbinds him, andeives him the Sword, 
Live, and in ſafety go, and fly that Fate 
Which does th wn Muly Hamet wait. 
Muly 7, My Sword and Liberty reſtor'd by You, 
To one ungrateful, falſe and perjur'd coo ! 
Ah, Madam, if your Mercy can confer 
Such Bounty on a condemn'd Raviſher g 
What noblex Favours would your Smiles diſpence, 
If Mariamne knew: my Innocence * 
Mar, Sir, you miſtake my Favours: I have lent 
Your Freedom only as your Baniſhment : 
T hat being releas'd, you might Morocco fly, 
Remov'd at once both from my Heart and Lye. 
For ſhould he ſtay ----- | 
Something like Pity in-his cauſe would plead, [ 
Till my faint Anger were in Truumph led. > 4ſide, 
Some Rebel Thought my ill-feuc'd Heart wonld win, 
And treacherouſly once more let him in. | 
Go, Raviſher, take your offer'd Liberty : 
And to ſome barb'rous, unknown Deſart fy, 
Where Men have nought but Shape char's humane , there, 
Where Virtue looks more ill chan Monſters here. 
Converſe with wild and laſtfal Savages : - | 
Live, and inhabit any Seat »--- bat 1 his. { Ponts to her Breaſt. 
Muly H, Divine, bue cruel Pgincefs, ro whom Heav'a . 
Has all its Titles but its Knowledg giv'a, = 
Ce 
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Elſe, like their Pow'rs, you conld not want a Sence 


Of Avzly Hamets injur'd Innocence. 
Can Murders, Rapes, or any barb'rous Deed, 
Madam, from your Adorers Thoughts proceed ? 
No , Hells Commiſion does not reach o far, 
To touch his Heart, which does your Image wear. 
Mar. Ah, were this true ! 
Muly H, Witneſs the ſacred Pow'rs, 
If ought of truth be in a Heart that's yours, 
Then Crimalhaz is falſe,» Your Mother too, 
(If ought thar's ill can be allied to you ) 
Has ſpoke what Muly Humet durſt not think. 
Achmat his Death, and Crimalhaz his Wound, 


Not from My Sword, but from Their Dagger found. 


The Eunuchs Blood by their own Hand was ſpilt ; 
To work my Ruine, and conceal their Guilt, 

Mar. Agenle Calm my Anger does aſlwage , 
Creeps cooly o're my Heart, and chils my Rage. 
Some ſtrange Divine Intelligence is ſtole 
Into my Breaſt, and whiſpers to my Soul, 
Unkind, Suſpicious, Cruel, and Unjuſt , 

That Virtue Love had t him you may truſt. 

Muly H, Were I that Savage Raviſher I ſeem, 
I Rill might father this imputed Crime: 

This Priſon, and Our private Interview, 

Giving me pow'r t'Attempt that force on You. 
How dare you then my Out-law'd Yirtne truſt, 

And lend that freedom which would arm that Luſt * 
But did you know how clear my Soul does ſhine, 
Unclouded, and ſtill pure enough, renſhrine 

Such a Divinity as yours, you'd free 


Your ſelf from Doubts, as you from Chains did Mee. 


Your Mothers. Eyes cannot your Right remove : 
. To prove the power of Meriampes Love, 
Madam, my proffer'd freedom I refuſe: 
Flying Moroccs, I your fight dhould loſe 3 


E 2 


And 
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And rather than be baniſh't from thoſe Eyes, 

I can all thoughts of Liberty deſpiſe: 

For [ in Fetters may your Grace implore, 

And make your Pity grant one Viſit more, 

If not your Love, yet ycur Compaſſton may 

Once more, at leaſt, guide your king ſteps this way. 
Gaining your fight, I can my Chains our-brave, 
The Brothet's priſoner, but the” Siſter's"ſlave, 

Mar. Enough, brave Prince z, My Jealouſie forgive : 
Virtue ne're cies, where ſo much Love des live. 
Heav'n cannot bur, like Me, think it unjuſt, 

That ſo much Virtue ſhould 'in fetters ruſt. 

But ſince of injur'd Innocence Heav'n dares 

Be a ſpectator, T'le corre& the Star's. 

I-will redreſs thoſe Wrotigs | 

Which their tame patience lets you ſuffer. Take 
Once -more your Freedom, for your Princeſs ſake. 
Fly theſe infe&ed Walls, this' barb'rous Town, 
Where Virtue mourns under a Tyrants frown. 
Before, my Rage your Freedom did Command: 
But now accept it-from a gentler Hand. 

Kindneſs and Cruelty one doom decree : 

None ever Puniſh, 'afid Rewatd ike Me.” © © 
Muly H, And maſt I from my Princeſs preſence-fly * 

Mar, No, ſtay. p [': .. | | 

Muly H. Kind Stars! © ap 

Mar. Yes,. ia. my, Memory. ” 

Abſent you ſhall jn,my Remembrance reigne- - 


( 


Vie ro your Inge dedicate this fhrine. "|: Porots to ber Breaſt? 


Enter King, and young Queen, *® ' Tathe Door, 


Mnutly H, Madam, your Brother, when hetreatsmy Swo-d, 
And Liberty is by your Hand eftor'd; -- +-*/7 + 7 4% 
May grow incens'd to fuch*xhigh* degree, | 
To make You ſhaze thoſe Frowns 'which threatned 'Me< 
And 
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And are wy thoughts ſo low, to make you run 

Thoſe Dangers which 1 by my flight ſhall ſhun * 
Mar, Requeſt does with a Miſtreſs pow'r ill ſuite. 

Sir, I Command that freedom you diſpare. 

And, if his ſtubborn Faith to a juſt thought 

Of your wrong'd Innocence cannot be wrought: 

If his raſh paſhon natures bonds ſhould quit, 

And make him both my Sex, and- Birth forget, 

Remember that you weara Sword, and you 

As you're my Servant; be my Champion too. 


Entey to them Kinz, Towne Queen, 2. Mother, Crimallaz, Ham<t- 
alhaz avd Attendants. 


King. His Sword, and freedom by her hand retrived ! 
Surely my Eye$ and Ears are both deceiv'd. 
How ! Rebel, dare you with things Sacred ſport, 
Raviſh the Mother, and the Daughter Court ? [ro Maly H. 
Have You your Birth no better underſtood, [.t0 Mariamne, 
Than to be Traytor to your own high Blood 2 
Since Priſons no reſtraint o're Luſt can have, 
Why did' F-not confine him to a Grave ? 

Muly H. 'T is not long fince your Bounty did deſigne 
Not only This, but th'Hand that gave it, mine. 

King, When I deſign'd That, 1 defign'd She ſhou'd 
Be in a Palace, not a Priſon, woo'd ; 
Not circled in a Chain, bur in.a Crown: 
Sir, You miſtake a Dungeon for a Throne. 

2. M. Remember, if your Memory can prove 
$95 ju't, runravel your own Scenes of Love. 
Unleſs bleſt I overs, whoſe deſires are Crown'd; 
Mounting: ſo high, forget their riſing ground: 
Theſe Priſon- walls have Eccho'd to your Sighs, 
Conſcious as well of your Amours, as His. . 
No fetters can Lov's lawleſs pow'r ſuppreſs : 
You too have been a Lover in his drefs. . 


Some 
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Some Pity then ſhould to their Loves be ſhown, 
For their ſo near reſemblance of your own. 
She can forgive his Faults, why cannot You £ 
If_ Love can Pardon, why not Honour too © 
Mar. Knew you his Innocence, you would approve 
-Both- his juſt Liberty, and my juſt Love. 
Bur, Sir, you know, I'm Siſter to a King : 


And in that Name I dare do any thing z 
Make where I pleaſe my Heart an Offering. 
Tortures, nor Chains, ſhall not my Love rebate : 
Ile ſhare his Breaſt, though I ſhould ſhare his Fare. 
King. Siſter, your noble Pride has made me kind : 
T'le give him that Reward which You deſign'd. 
Your Courteous hand his Freedom did reſtore 
And Ile repeat what you 5ronounc't before : C 
Be gone, and never ſee Morocco more. | 
Ar the next mornings light, if the Suns Eye 
Find you within the Ciry-gates, you Dye, 
And the Tenth day you loſe your Head, if found 
Within the Circuit of my Empires bound. 
Muly H. Now I am loſt, and all my Hopes dilpers'c, 
This Monſters villany has done its worſt, [70 Crimalhaz, 
Inhumane, to your Conſcious Soul recall------ 
Crim, The Tortures which it feels co ſee You fall. 
Muly H. No, Traytor, 
Crim, Traytor, Yes Sir, I ſhould be 
Traytor to Reaſon and Humanity, 
Should I not grieve for You. 
Myuly H. Oh cunning Ignorance ! 
Theſe Traytors walk like mad-men in a Trance : 
Seem not to underſtand the Crimes they Ac. 
But from what ſprings,do You your Tears extract ! \ aſide,to 2.M. 
2. M. From ſprings ſo deep ſhall ſink Thee down to Hell, 
IT ſhed my Tears, as Rain in Zeype falls, 
Sent for no common cauſe, but to foretell [ afide to him, 
Deſtructions, Ruins, Plagues, and Funerals. 


I 
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I ne're draw Tears, but when thoſe Tears draw Blood. 
King. M hg in ſuſpence too long has ſtood. 
2. M, How, Juſtice ? no, Cruelty, How can 

So harſh a Doom agai | — 

Be Juſtice * View that Brow, that Charming Eye : 

See there the Grace and Meen of Majeſty. 

Can you to Exile then that Man enjoyne, 

Whoſe Soul muſt, like his AſpeR, be- Divine 9 

Oh Son ! (eps. 

King. His Sentence is already paſt , 

And now her Kindneſs does his bo haſt, 

Be gone, and fly ro ſome infected Aire, 

Where Poyſons brood, where men derive their Crimes; 

Their Luſts, their Rapes, and Murthers, from their Climes 

And all the Venome which their Soils do wanr, 

, May the Contagion of your Preſence grant. 

Muly H, 1 muſt obey you, and embrace my Doom 

With the ſame patience Saints do Martyrdom. 

Oaly their Suffering's a Reward receive 

They Die to meet that Happineſs 1 leave: 

They Die, that in their deaths they Heaven- may find : 

But in my Princeſs, I leave Mine behind. 

And my hard Exile does this Horrour bring, 

I loſe the power to ſerve ſo good a King: 

So Good, that 'twould as great a Bliſs confer 

To Die for You, as 'tis to Live for Her. 

Since in your Kingdoms-limits I'm deni'de 

A ſeat; may your great oy cls gon ſo wide, -. 

Till its vaſt largeneſs does Reverſe my doom 

And for my Baniſhment the World wants room; . 
King. T\e hear no more. But for this Audience know - 

How much you to acious Favour owe. 

His Mercy's great, whoſe Patience 1s fo ſtrong, 

To give a Traytor leave to Talk thus long. 


Ji 


[ Excunt King, and young Queen, 


Mar. 
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Mar. -Farewel for ever. When you're gone, and all 
Mariamne ever Lov'd, or ever ſhall.-------- 
She ſees no more z Yer by deſpair made-juſt, 
Let not our Hearts take leave, though our Eyes muſt, 
Though you through wild and ſavage-Deſarts go, 
No place ſo barren, but where Love may grow, 
Muly H, When to your ears ſome gentle breath ſhall bring 
The laſt Remains of a loſt wretched thing, 
Thar lived as long as he could gaze on You 
And (hined, till that inſpiring Light withdrew. 
If Fame vouchſafe words on a wretch fo poor, 
When you ſhall hear I was, but am no more 3 
In my” Loſt ſeat let my Remembrance ſtay: 
Give my Name life, though Grief-take Mine away. 
[ Exeurt Muly Hamet and Mariamne ſeveralhy, 
Crim, Fate and our Wiſhes meer,” 
2. M. His Exile is not all: 


"Our Treaſons are not ſafe but in his- Fall. 


He Lives, though he be Baniſh'tz and the Great 
Are never fully Dark'ned, till they Ser : 
This Cloud may paſs, and He ſhine out once more 
But from your hand this favour I implore : 
Purſue him out of Town, and in diſguiſe 
Witi ſome diſſembling Tale his Ears ſurpriſe , 
Till your Confederate-Party has'gain'd time 
To place an Ambuſcade, and Murder him, 
Hamet, Conclude it done, 
2 Me And your next ſtep t'a Throne 
Muſt be, dear Sir, the Murther of my Son. 
Crim, His Palace-----' 
And the kind City's love's ſo ſtrong a Guard, 
Ti'Artempt within theſe Walls appears roo hard. 
2_M. But what that Bars, this Eaſter way ſecures : 
His Army, and his Treaſures Charge, are youts, 
To Morrow on the Plain before the Wall, 
His Forces you t'a general-muſter Call. 


[ to Hametal, 


[ #0 Crimalhaz, 
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Then their Commander You ſhall in their Head 
His Army to the Mountain Atlat lead: 
And to ſecure your Flight, to night by Stealth 
Ranſack his Treaſury, feize all his Wealth. 
Ar firſt Alarm, his wJ.ll his Courage damp: 
But by ſuch Arts, I his Reſolyes will ſway; 
I''e work him from the Town up to the Camp, 
And ſafe into your Handy his Lyfe -betray./- - ' 
But when Your Throne I on His Grave have buile, 
Remember Love was Authour of my Guile. | 
Crim, This work, which we fo roughly do. begin, ©  ; ; 
Zeal and Religion' may -perhaps call $ CO 7 
No z 'the mqgre Batb'rous garb our Deeds: affame, .. /'- 
We nearer to our Firſt perfe&ion come, 
Since Nature firſt made Man wild, ſavage, Crong, 
And his Blood hot, ;chen when the world was Youos : 
If Infanc-times ſuch Riſing-valours bore, - : 
Why ſhould not Riper Ages now do mare? . 
But whulſt our Souls wax Tame, and Spirits Cold, 
We Only ſhow th'onaQive World grows Old. | : 
[ Exeunt Crimalhaz, and Towng 2ucen; 
Hamet. Msly Hamet Bleeds the next, 
To him, who Climbs by 'Blood, ao-track ſeems Hard : 
The Sence of Crimes is loſt in the Reward: 
Aſpirers neither Guile nor Danger 'Dread: 
No-path ſo rough Ambition. dares not Tread. [Et 
Flais Aus (Tertil. | 


— 


A the Fourth, . Scene the Firſt. - 


—_—TTTCDlu—_x 4 : 


1...» Emer/King Attended. 

King. HH"! Crimalbaz np, to the Mountains fled, 
And with him the Morocco Forcey led. 

Oh.Rebel . at I, Lord, 


_ 
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I. Lord, Sir, he only does purſue | 
That Treaſon which you lent him Pow'r to'do? 
He was your Treaſurer, ahd has made” bold - 
To be too ſtrict a Guardian of your Gold,” -* 
All your Crown-Jewels, and your heaps of Wealth, 
He in the Night convey'd away by Stealth. 
And now----- Lo | | 
Encamped on Atlas Skirts, he by your Gold - 
Has Rais'd new Forces, atd Confirm'd the Old. 
With that he Bribes your Army to his Cauſe 3 
And after him new Trains of Rebells draws. | 

King. Oh Prophane Gold, which from infe@tions Earth, 
From Sulph'rous and Contagions Mines rakes Birth, 
It grew from Poyſons, and has left behind 
Its native Venome to infe& Mankind, | 
Rapes, Murders, -Treaſons, what has Gold not Don © 
If it has ever any Glory won, © * ma 
Given to Reward-a Vittde,' or detree 
T'a Pious uſe, or Chatitable deed s * 
That Sacred Powr's but borrowed, which ir bears; 
Let from their Royal Images ir wears. | 


_ - Enter Owren Mother: 
' Yi - _ ; mp 4 ; 


2. Lord. 1 am afraid his* Fhoughts fy High; his Dreams 
Have little leſs than Empires for their Theams: - 

King. On what 111 ſubje&s'1 try*Favonrs caſt 
Him high in Pow'r, and Honours I have plac'd. 
Kings Bounties a& like the Suns "Courreous ſmiles, - 
Whoſe rayes. ptofuce- kidd' Flowers on fruitful Soyles : 
But caſt on barren Sands, and baſer Earth, 
Oily breed Poylons, and give Monſters Birth. 

2. Lord. Let not top: Far your Fears. your. Peace moleſt : 
Perhaps you've miſ.interpreted his Breaſt, | 
You know that Crimalhaz his High Command'” 
Was formerly in 4/vly Hanits and. 2x7 leo 
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He who forced Favours both from Fate, and Fame x 
Made War a Sport, and Conqueſt but a Game, | 
And therefore he, perhaps, to A ſome Deed 
Which Muly Hamets glory may exceed, 
Has for his Miſtreſs from the common Roue” | 
Of the worlds beauties fingled Honoar out.' 
And that which makes him his Deſignes diſguiſe, 
He'll make his flight of Honour a ſurprize, 
King. No, he's a Traytor, and he'll uſe my Powr 
Not to Promote, but ro Uſurp my Crown. 
Pow'r {woln too High deſtroys, not guards , as ſhow'rs, 
Luxurious grown, what they ſhould Chetiſh, drown. 
Our Swords in Loyal, hands may a& great Things : 
Be both the Glory and; Defence of Kings: 
Bur when miſplaced, thoſe Arms our Rains be : 
As Moumains bulwarks are at Land, but Rocks at Sea. 
2. M. Can you Rebellion fear} or any thing 
Who are my Son, and great Moroccoes Kinge 
If he be Falſe, you can't refiſt-yout Fate. 
If True, his aim will be to guard your State, 
But grant he would ſome Traytrous a& performe, 
Accept my Counſel to divert the Storm, 
, Up to the Mountains firait, and viſit Him, 
Your Awful fight may check an ungrown Crime z 
Out-face his Treaſon e're his Riſe begin: 
Men Baſhful are i'ch* non-age of a Sin. 
King. Madam, yous dauntleſs ſpirit would breath fire 
To breaſts as cold as Age. . I muſt admire 
Your Courage : but, your Innocence miſtakes. 
Your Goodneſs in my Cauſe. weak Jadgment makes, 


Your Thoughts can't Reach. the flights which Treaſon takes, 


2. M. You've hit my Thoughts: Alas, I am too good, 
Treafon's a Thing 1 never underſtood. 
But yet.I underſtand what's High and Brave. 
He dares not, Sir, abuſe that pow'r You gave: 
For he who ſav'd my Honour, will guard youts : 
Thar very Argument your Life ſecures. F2 
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Then truſt ts Fortune, and my Counſel, - Go, 
And viſit him z but wear no Jealous, brow :; 
It makes men Falſe to be Suſpected 0, 
Ile be your Leader... . -- Mus 01 | 
King, When She.leadsthe, Way, | 
Though it were Death to go, 'twere worſe to Stay. 
Madam, Fle go. For 5 port Armes 
- In few dayes March will reach Moroccoes Walls, 
If Crimalhaz, prove Falſe, at his Alarms | 
Muly Labas by a forreign Conq'rour falls, 
Staying, I tamely. Periſh z; it I go, 
I'face my Ruige, and. I Charge my Foe. 
It will more: like an a& of Courage look, 
To be by Ruine met, than over-took. 
Bur at my ſight perhaps he in my brow 
May ſomething read which his High thoughts may bow. 
Kings that want Armes, do not want Majeſty, 
Heav'n is ſtill Heav'n,though'tlays its Thunder by. [ Exit with At- 
2.M. Goeaſy Fool, and Dye,and when you Bleed, (zendants. 
Remember I was Author of the Deed. 
T'enlarge Fates black Records, ſearch but My Soul: 
There ye Infernal Fyries read'a ſcrowl. 
Of Deeds which you want, Courage to, Invent , 
Of which Hells Legends want a-Prefideat, 


Scene the. Second. 


The Scene open'd, is preſented a Proſpet# of a Clouded Sky, with 4 
Rain bow. After a ſhower of Hail,enter from within the Scenes 
Muly Hamet and Abdelcador. 


Abd.- Such Storms as Theſe, this Climate never kney ; 
A Show'r of Hail's.an Obje& ſtrange and new.. 
{ fear it does Portend ſome Dire Event,._ 
That waits upon your Fatal Baniſhmenr. 
Muly H, My Country, Princeſs, and my. King forſook : 
Stormes to my. Miſerjes like atrendatits look,  * TOR 
| ele- 
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Theſe Tempeſts Sir, are-to my Sufferings due: 

When my King Frowns, 'tis juſt that Heav'n frown too; 

But why does my dear Confident incend 

In my Misfortunes thus to run my Race ? 

Muſt I in my ſad Ruine plunge my Friend 2 

As Drowning men fink thofe whom'rhey Embrace. 
Abd. Do not my friendſhips: right forbid. With You 

T've been a Conq'onr, why nct Exile tog £ 

Shall my Eſteem grow faint, or my Zeal leſs, 

Becauſe I view you in a Meaner dreſs, 

Your outward Pomp laid by, and Honours raz'd * 

The Saint's not leſs, although the Shrine's defac'd, 


Enter Mariamne with a ſmall Attendanse, 


AMvuly H. Mariamne ! 

Mar. Yes. And ſhe who led by Love, 

Leaves Palaces, and does to Deſarts Rove. 
Wing'd by that zeal united Souls do beare , 

The Stars that ſmile on Lovers, brought mie hete; . 
I for Your ſake my wandring ſteps engage : 
Devotion is the riſe of Pilgrimage, 

Muly H. Can Love in Hearts ſuch deep impreſſions make, 
That you can for your Wrerched Vaſſals fake 
Leave Courts, Pomp, Greatneſs, and all ſplended things ? 

Mar. Sir, 'tis the ſamewith Lovers, as with Kings, 
Thus, if a King ſhould withthis Train'reforr 
To a poor Cell, he makes that Cell a Court, 

Oh Sir, the moſt Illuſtrious Queen on Earth, 
Would quit the Pageantry of Crowns-and Birth 3 
And in exchange Mariamnes Exile chooſe, 
Could ſhe but Love as Mariamne-does,-_ 

Muly H. Oh my kind Prince(s, King and Court farewel : * - 
Where painted Honours, & feigned Glories dwell: 
Lovers when happy made, have Souls that ſcorn 
Thoſe guided wreaths which ſwelling brows Adorn, 


Miay*. - 
EAR 
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Mar. Mariamne has this glory on her fide, 
That kindneſs you call Love, I call my. Pride, 
For of my Conſtancy-------- 

Any leſs tryal I diſdain to make 

Then ſhew I (ſcorn an Empire for your ſake : 
And whoſoe're does my rath Flight condemn, 
The meaneſs of their Cenſures 1 contemn, 
None of my Actions can fit Judges be, 

But they who've ſoul enough to Love like Me. 
Lovers alone Loves cauſes can decide, 

As Nobles only by their Peers are Try'd, 


Enter to them Hametalhaz diſeuts'd in the Habit of 4 Prieſt, with 
Villains in the {ame Dreſs. 


Har. Sir, our great Prophet has pronounc't your Fate, 
Your Love is doom'd to be Unfortunate. 

Muly H, No Sir, 'tis Falſe, thou doeſt belye his Name : 
Our Prophet is a Lover as I am, 

Ham. Your Miſtreſs too muſt your Misfortune find, 

Muly H. To her our Prophet cannot be-unkiad. 

She is a Princeſs, | 
' Ham, No Titles his eternal will confure, 

Muly H, She is a Woman, and he (corns to do'r, 
Did not thy Gatb prote& thee--<------ Mahomet 
To wrong her Sex his greatneſs would forget. 

Ham. No Sex is from ill deſtiny debar'd. 

Muly H. She is a Beauty, and that Name's her guard, 
Good fates as due ſhould be to Beauty given: 


Beauty which. decks our Earth, and props his Heav'n. 
Whea Heav'n to Beauty is propitious, 
It payes thoſe Favours it but lends to Us. 

Ham, Oh, do not Sir, their Oracles decxy, 
With patience hear the Language of the. Sky, 
Heav'n when on Earth ſome Change. it does fore-ſhew, 
Does write Above what we mult read below, 


This 


ſ 
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This Moraing, as our _—_ we upward caſt, 
The deſart Regions of the Air lay Waſt. 
But ſtraic, as if it had ſome Penance bore, 
A mourning Garb of thick black Coulds it wore. 
But on the Sudden.-------- | 
Some aery Demon chang'd its form, and now 
That which look't black Above Jook'd white below. 
The Clouds diſheveFd from their craſted Locks, 
Something like Gems Coin'd'ont of Chryſtal Rocks, 
The Ground was with this ſtrange bright Iſſue ſpread, 
As if Heav'n in affront ro Nature had 
Deſign'd ſome new-found Tillage of its own , 
And on the Earth theſe unknown Seeds had ſown. 
Of theſe I reache a Grain, which ro my, ſence 
Appear'd as cool as Virgin-innocence :, _ 
And like that too (which chiefly I admit'd) 
Its raviſht, Whitene(s with aTouch expit'd. 
At the approach of Heat, this candid Raid . 
Diflolv'd fo ics firſt Element again... | 
Muly H.. Thought ſhow'rs of {ail Moyocco never ſee, 
Dull Prieſt, what does all this-Portend co me 2 
Ham, It does Portend------- Muly, What ? 
Ham, That the Fates-«--defigne------ 
Mvly. To tire me with Impertinence like thine. 


Here a Company of Villains in Ambuſh from behind the Scenes dif- 
charge their Guns at MulyHamet, at which Muly Hamet farting 
and turning, Hametralhaz from ander hi Priefls habit draws 4 
towdeadrefe « MulyH.whith ps & intercepted by Abdelca- 
der. They engage in aweyy fierceFight,which the Fillains, who alſo 
draw and affiſt Hamerathiz, and go off ſeveral ways Fighting , af- 
ter the diſcharge of other Guns heard from within, and the Claſh- 
ing of Swords, Enter ag ain Maly Hamet,, driving in ſome of the 

former Villains, whith he Kills. 
Muly H. "Dye Slaves, and may this'deſart raiſe a'brood 
Of unknown Monſters from your yenom'd Blood. . b 
My 
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My Princeſs gone, Fortune and Juſtice are 
Sure not ſo Blind, but they of her took Care, 
Enter Abdelcader, 

Aba. Your Princeſs Sir, is from your Armeg-divorc'd, 
In her own Chariot to Morocco forc'd, 

Muly H. Tle fetch her back, though---+--- 1 

Abd. Hold ! With their fair prize,they've took ſo quick alight, 
That She is now beyond. your reach and ſight : 
And the chief Leader of thoſe Villains, was 
The Old Queens Confident, Hametalhaz. 
And all the Story which the Slave did frame, 
Was only to gain time to take his aim, 
They choſe chat Garb as what might beſt prevail, 
To gain your Patience, and their Swords Conceal; 
But miſſing of your Blood, your brave Eſcape 
Chang'd his intended Marder to a Rape. 

Muly H, Hell and Damnation, e curſt Traytors ſeize. 
But why againſt ſuch Barb'rous Savages 
Do I in vain theſe uſcleſs Curſes name 
They are ſuch Brutes, that they want Souls to damne * 
No 'gainſt my ſelf I ſhould my Curſes bend, 
Coward ſo il] my Princeſs to defend. 

Abd. Oh Sir, do not profane your Conq'ring Sword, 
Their Numbers were too great to be o're-powr'd. 

Muly H, How, Numbers ! Abdelcader, you miſtake ; 
No Sir, where Love and Beauty is at ſtake, 
True Lovers of their Swords ſhould make ſuch Uſe, 
As angry Heav'n of Threatning Earth-quakes does , 
To ſhake whole Kingdoms, make proud Cities fall, 
Not to o're-throw one ſingle Criminal, 
Had they been Thouſagds more, and each man there, 
More Feirce than Luſt, more Valiant than Deſpair, 
I ſhould have Fought till I my Princeſs. freed, 
Though 1 had waded through the Blood I ſhed; 

Abd. Sir, the laſt words ſhe ſpake that reacht my Ear, 
Were, that ſhe did your paſſions Raſhneſs fear; , 


And 
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And therefore from me bid you underſtand, 
'Tis your kind Maridmues lalt Command z 

You ne're ſhould ſee Morocco more, leſt there 
You ſhould Zndanger what ſhe prized roo'dear. 


AMwly. H. And am baniſht by my Princeſs too 2 


Fates ye have done all th' ;1l your Powers could do z 
Great Minds the pride of rodigals bave -Learn'd, 
Ar loſs of Pow'r of Crowns are unconcern'd 3 

Buc when they're Mifers, *tS1n Love alone, _ 
Thea their Hearts rend to fee their Treaſure gon, 
Condemn'd never to ſee Morocco more! 

Thus am I doom'd to quit all I Adore : 

As prophane Sinners are from Alats driven, 
Baniſh'd the Temple to be baniſht Heaven. 

Horrour and Tortures now my Jaylours be, 

Who paints Damaation needs but Copy me 3 

For if Mankind the pains of Hell e're knew, 

T'is when they loſe a' Miſtreſs as I do. 


Scene the Third, the Scene a Tent. 


| Enter Queen Mother and young Queen, 


; Queen, M, No more, dear Madam,, Crimslhaz diſtruſt, 


The Emperour has found him kind, 'and juſt. 

| His Entertainments, and his Oaths. have prov'd 
He has not from the paths of Honour mpv'd. 

And to-appear extravagantly great, 

He makes a ſplendid Mask his.this nights Tteat. 


7. Queen, I've beenan Ator in ſuch Comick Sport, 


When 1n my Father Taffaletta's Court: 
He took delight 1'th' reprefented_Spoyls 
Of Cyrus, Ceſar and eXneas Toyles. 


Queen, M, Has Marriage and a Crown fo chang'd your Will, 


Yoa could not ad your youthful Paſtimes ſtil} 2 
Could you your Greatnefs for one Night perfwade 
To lay by Majeſty fot Maſquerade ? 

G 


T. Queen 


[ Exennt. 
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7. 2ueen, 1 never yet did any thing ſo ill 
I ought to leave, or good that is notRtill : 
I ſeem inconſtant if you'think me Proud, 
Inconſtancy the guilt of &' untaught Crowd. 
MaCcam, Idaredoany thing, to ſhow 
T* a Throne I change of Place, not Paſhons owe, 
9. Mother. Ican't ſuſpe& a goodneſs ſo Divine. 
Well Madam, fince you fancy the Deſigne, 
For your Diverſion, and your Kings, Il'e ask 
This Boon, that you'd in perſon grace the Mask. 
What CharaQer and Parr you ſhall preſent, 
We will conſulc of farther in my Tear. DF Exeunt, 


Enter King and Hametalhas, © © [Scene continwes, 


Xing. Murder'd this Night and ſleeping did you ſay 2 
| Hemet. Yes, if for _—_ x a. Dar po we 
King. My Entertainments fince my being here, 
All ſhows of Loyalty and Friendſhip beare, 
But does he in that Garb his guilt Diſguiſe 
To take my Life, by ſuch a baſe Surprize ? 
Hamet. Goodneſs may in Mens very Looks be Tracke ; 
Byt Traytors rarely look like what they AR: 
Nor is tis Treaſon Crimalhaz firſt Crime : 
Your Fathers Bloud was ſacrifie'd by Him, 
King, By Crimathaz my Royal Father KY'd ? 
Hamet. That Poy »n which your Father drank, He fil$d, 
King, Poyſon'd : How was this Murder hid till now, 
And by what arts was it diſcloſed by You ? 


Enter Dueen Mother, 


2. M, That were too long to tell: th” unhappy Son 
This Night roo muſt the Fathers Fortune run, 

King. Is there no Policy, nor Art- that may 
Prevent, his Treaſon? 
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"9. M. Yes Tve found the Way. 
Accept my Councel, to preſerve my Son, 
Tle fave your Life, your Empreſs, and your Throne. 

King. But how? 
2. M. Toyouthis Night hedoes a Mask preſent, 
A imiling Prologue tq/his black intent, 
And the intrigue of this Dramatique ſport, 
Is Orpheus his deſcent to Platgrs Court, 
To fetch Feridice from infernal: ſhade z 
On this Foundation I've this Structure lay'd» 
I have in your Name given Out -»=5--+= 
To ſhun the trouble of che, formal Scare, 
Which does upon your Royal Perſon waite z 
Thar this nights Pleaſure may be freer. made | 
Your Self and Train will be in Maſquerade, 
Your Death being not deligad before you ſleep, 
Till then you thus will undifcover'd keep, 
And that your flight may be.more ſafe and free, 
Your Self and your fair Queen ſhall Maſquers be : 
You ſhall a& Orpheus, ſhe Faridice, 
When by the Masks deſign by Hells Command, 
Furidice is given to Orphens Hand, 
You the laſt entry ſhall his Shape aſſume, 
And in dumb ſhow enter ir» Oxphess Roome, 
Her then you ſhall lead ont, and -in that Shape 
Paſs through the Guards, and. to the Town Eſcape. 
Ham, The Watches, Orders are not ſtrict, you may 
Without diſturbance at all houres. find way. 


2. M. And that he may notmiſs you till you're gon . 


Beyond his Reach, I, when the Mask is done, 
Will keep the Revels upy,till you're ſecur'd 
From his ſharp Malice, and his ſharper Sword- 

King. Bravely contriv'd. 

2. M. The Maskers, who already are defign'd 
To a& thoſe Parts, are Mine: them Te bind 
Tofilence : That this ſafely may be wrought, 

She ſhall co Mine, You to bis Tenthbe brought, 
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They muſt be kepr aſunder: for our work, [4ſt] 
Hamet, How many Devils in one Woman lark ! - TD Afde] 
King. Madam in vain your Pity bids me Fly, 

I am in duty bound to ſtay and Die, _ 

Knowing how ill your Kindneſs hee requite, 

If he ſhould find you Author of my Flight. 

2. M, Leave that to' Providence : but grant he ſhou'd---- 
' He would not ſure attempt a Womans Blood, 
At leaſt when he conſiders how t was don, 
A Mothers Piety.to'ſave a Son, 
Hamet. Vie lead you where you may all eyes eſcape, 
And privately put on this borrow'd thape. 
2. M. Butin _ ſee not one word you ſay, 
Leaſt ſpeaking you the Emp'rours Voice betray. 


Enter Towns Dueens 


Your Empreſs here 2 I muſt inſtruct her too. 
King. Iby our Loves conjure you to purſue, 
What her kind Counſel orders to be don; [10 the Y. Queen, 
To ſave your Self,a Husband,and a Crown. ' [| Exit X,& Hametal: 
T. 2. What Task is that fo ftrily he enjoyns ? 
2. M. This Night the Traytour Crimalhaz deſigns 
To Raviſh You; and when that fa& is don, 
To kill your Husband and poſlefs his Throne. 
7. 2 Oh my Amazement! 
2. M, Being inform'd what Pait- 
You ad, by his accurſed Luſt enraged, - 
He with the Masker ſubr'ly has engaged, 
His ſhape in the laſt entry to aſſume, 
And ſeize you in the ſappos'd Orphens rooms 
Then will he rudely ſnatch-you from the place, 
And baſely force You to his foul Embrace. 
And at that inſtant, Your dear- Lord ſhall Bleed 
By Murderers appointed for the Deed, 
WhiPſt with the noyſe of Drums, and Trumpets ſound, 
Your Ourt-cryes, and his Dying Groans-are drown'd,' © 7 
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T. 9. Inhumane Monſter ! ſuch a bloody Fact 
No mortal ſure can Think, much leſs dares AR. 
9. M. 'Tis but toorrue : But fince +----- 
No other force this Treaſon can withſtand g 
Ic is Your Husband, and your Kings command, 
When the bold Raviſher ſeizes You, to take 
This brave reſolve for your fair Vertues ſake , 
Where both your Honour, and his life's art ſtake. 
In your Defence t' a&t your own Champions part, 
With your drawn Dagger ſtab him to the Heart. 
YT. 9. Could Fate ------- 
This Othce on no hand bur mine confer 2 
A Queen, a Trayrtours- Executioner. 
2. M. You have no leiſure tf difpute the deed : 
You wuſt reſolve with Courage, and with ſpeed. 
T. 2. Tle do't. And though it migbecomes my Hand 
Yet at my Yertues, and my Kings command, 
Through all my Veins I feel a manly heat : 
And this Heroick a& looks brave and Great, 
Methinks I hear loud. Fame already fing, 
She nobly ſaved her Honour, and her King. 
2. M., Fame.in this Deed our Sex will higher prize, 
Proving our Arms Victorious, as oar Eyes. 
7. 2: Yes Raviſher, meet your intended Prey 3 
Meet her, but meet your Death too way. - 
To ſtrike my Dagger home -----.-/* 
Love and Obedience ſhall chat ſtrength ſupply, 
Which Nature doest' a female Arm deny, [ Exit 
©. M. Let thoſe, whom pious Conſcience awes, forbear, 
And ſtop at crimes becauſe they Vengeance fear. 
My deeds above their reach, and pow'r aſpire : 
My Boſom holds-more Rage, than all Hell Fire, [ Ex# 


The 
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The Mask. 

The Scent open'd, i preſented a Hell, in which Pluto, Profer- 

pine, 4nd other Women-Spirits appeared ſected,: attended by Fu- 

ries , the Stage being fill don each fide with Crimalhaz, Hamer, 

9. Mother, and all the Conrt in Maſquerade : After ſoft Mvſick, 
Enter Orpheus, 


Orpheus Sings, 
The grones of Ghoſts and Sighs of Souls, 
Infernal Ecchoes and the Howles, 
of Tortured Spirits ceaſe : 
A gentle Guſt 
Has all things Huſbt x 
And Hell in ſpite of Vengeance is at Peace : 
Whilk R aviſht by my warbling Strings, 
The Vultures moult their Wines , 
The Furys from their Heads will ſbake 
Each uſeleſs $ make , 4 
The Scorpions looſe their Stings, 
And Hell it ſelf forget their Tyrant Kings. 
Pluto Sings. 
Whence Mortal does 4” Courage grow 
To dare to take a Walk ſo Low? 
Orpheus Sings, 
To Tell thee God, thow art 4 Reviſher, 
No Tears nor Prayer 
Your unreſifled Will Controules, 
Vho Commit force on Vertue, Rapes on Souls. 
Pluto Sings. 
Dares a weak Animal of Mortal Race, 
Aﬀront a God his Face , 
And of 4 Crims Impeach 4 Deity ? 
. Thy Breath has Damn'd Thee, thou ſhalt Dies 
For your God and Honours ſakes, 
Unlooſe your tiviſted creſts of ſnakes : 
Into his Breaſt thoſe ſwift Tormentors fling, 
And his tortur d Entrals Sting. 


Proſer- 
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Proſerpine Sings. 
0h Sir, his fatal Doom recal, 
Diſpel your furious Anger , 
Let not ſuch noble worth your Fiftim fall: 
Be kind both to 4 Lover and 4 Stranger. 
Attendant Sings. 
0h Pardon, Pardon what bis height of Love diſcovers, 
Rage 1s a venial Sin in Lovers, 
Proſerpine Sings. 
Then gentle Stranger tell, 
What Fortune has befell, 
That brings a Lover downs to Hell *- 
Orpheus Sings. 
1 have a Miſtreſs in your Spheare, 
Forc'd from my Armes 
By deaths Alarm's : 
My Martyr'd Saint brings me a Pilgrim here, 
My fair Eurdice my fair Eurdice, 
Proſerpine Sings. 
Unhappy Wanderer which i he ? oh which is [be? 
Orpheus Sings. 
If a gentle Ghoſt you heare, | 
Complaining to.the Winds, and ſighing to the Aire 5 - 
Breathing an wunregarded Prayer : 
If She in faint and murmuring Whiſpers Cry, 
Orpheus, Orpheus, 04 I Die, 
Snatch d from Heaven and thee, 
0h that is She. 
Oh take me down to Her or ſend Her back t0 mt-- 
Pluto Sings. 
Shall Lovers Idle Prayers difturb "1 Eare ? 
Mortal we've ſerious buſineſs here, 
TYawr tireſome Story pleads in vaine z 
Be £0ns-. 


Proſer-; 
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Proſerpine Sings, 

But with thee thy fair Treaſure take, 
Releaſt by Love from that Eternal Chain, 
which deſtin'd Kings and Congqueronrs cannot break, 


Pluto. Sings, 
No, fond Man, no, who comes within my Power, 
From Death and Hell returns no more. 


Proſerpine Sings. 
If Hell's firlt Laws have never alt red bin, 
Let us be kind and now begin. 
Revoke her angry Doom, 
That when on Earth they come 1 
To th* wondring World be in ſoft Aires may tell, 
Mercy as well as Fuſtice Rules in Hell. 


Pluto S7ngs. 
Tour love does with Succeſs implore : 
Condutt Her in, but in ſuch $tate, 
As fits the Court of Fate; 
And to his Hand the faireſt Gueſt reſtore, 
That. Ever Landed on the Stygian Shore. 
Proſerpine Exit, aud 
Reenters with the young 
DHneen Dreſt for : 
Euridice 
Orpheus. 
For this ſignal Grace to the World Ile declare, 
In Heaven Earth and Hell Loves Pow'r is the $ame. 
No Law there nor here, no God (o Severe, 
But Love can Repeale, and Beauty can Tame, 
Chorus, 
For This Signal Grace to the World T le declare. 
In Heaven &c, | | 
Here 
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Here 4 Dance is POR by ſeveral infernal Spirits, who aſcend 
from under the Stage , the Dance ended, the King Offers ts 
ſnatch the Young Queen from the Company, who inſtantly 
draws her Dagger, and ſtabs him.) 


YT, 2. Take that Raviſher, [ſtabs Him] 
_ 9. M. Hold, 
King. By my Morenas hand! [ #ndiſguifing himſelf. } 


YT. 2+ Muly Labas ! [_Faints away, and falls into the hands 
of ſome Women, who run into her Aſſiſtance.) 
[ Here all the Maſquers undiſguiſe, and run in to the 
Kings affiſtance.] 
- ©. M,My Son k'Fd by Her hand ! 
Crim, Call my Phyſicians. Bid my Guards appear. 
The Emperour Stab'd, the Queen his Murderer ! 
King. Have I for this atoo fair Saint admit'd ? 
And with a more than common Love inſpit'd, 
Rais'd my bold Thoughts ſo high rengroſs your Charms , 
And bounded my Ambition in your Arms * 
And muſt 1 die as depos'd Angels fell , 
'Cauſe they aſpir'd, and lov'd their Heav'n too well ? 
My death Morena 2 leſs pain will be, 
Than 'tis to think I owe my death to Thee. 
Have I leſs kindneſs from your Hands than Eyes, 
For they have given me- gentler wounds than theſe 2 
Your hand, 'tis true, has your Adorer Kid, 
"T has reacht his Heatt, but not the Love ir held. 
Your .|mage cannot from my Soul retire 5 
My Lov's Immortal though my Life expire. [C Dyer. 
[ Here the Toung Queen being revived before the laſt words of 
the King, turnes and kneels to him, ] 
T. &. Oh my dear Lord ! Stay gentle foul ! Oh ſtay ! 
Rude Death ſtand off: his life's roo great a Prey !- 
But Oh he's gon, ------ 
His raviſh't"Soul -is mounting to the Skyes : | 
But Tle ſend mine Yo'terake ir as it fiyes. [ Offers to ſtab her 
ſelf, but is detain'dby Crimalhaz z andthe Dagger 
ſnatcht from her. H YT, i. 
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7. 2. Why does your cruelty wy hand debar, 
From being a Traytors Executianer £ 
Good, Gentle, Kind, give me che Dagger back , 
For mine--- for His--- For Heav'n--- and Juſtice ſake, 
Cannot my Tears and Prayers yoyr heart o'recome 2 
If my Requeſt appear too burdenſome, 
Grant but this one--- that pointed'Steel reſtore, 
And Tle not live to ask you any more, 
9 . M. Oh cruel Queen, What has your fury done ? 
That made You loſe a Husband, me a Son ; 
This Realm a King, the World a Virtue, grown 
Too fit for Heav'n, bur not to go (6 ſoon. 
7. 9. Mother it does a much leſs wonder ſeem, 
That I've kil'd him, than that you blame the Crime, 
Was it not You that arm'd ms to this guile, 
Told me I ſhould a Raviſhers blood have fpilt ? 
No'twas by your deſign my Husband fel! , 
You in this Maſque have over-acted Hell, 
2» M. Alas! ſheRaves. See how her rage begins, 
But madneſs always uſhers in great Sins, 
This is no News to that which ſhe has don ; 
She was diſtra&ted ere the Maſque begun. 
Alone I ſaw her in a poſture ſer, 
As if ſhe thought of ſomething High --- and Great --- 
Strai't with a more than common rage inflam'd, 
She mov'd--ſtar'd--walk'd--ſtorm'd»-rag'd--curſt»-- rav'd & damn'd. 
With a diftorted look ſhe tare her hair ----- | 
Unſheath'd her Dagger ---« and gave Wounds to thi Air ---- 
Her face diſcoloutr'd grew to a deepred, | 
As if her looks preſag'd that blood ſhe ſhed, 
Then with an infant Rage, . more ſoft, and mild, 
She plaid with madneſs, leap'd, fung, danc'd, and ſmil'd, 
Why did not Heav'n this Myſtery unfold 2 -+.- 
Her trantick Rage, his Death too plain foretold, 
Had I forcknown you did this blow defign : 
To ſtrike his Hezrt, you ſhould have peirc'd through mine; 
Y. 2. Think you there isa God, or have a Soul, 
That on my ſcore dare ſuch falſe crimes earoule 2 Tt 
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Iſt not enough that-my- dear Lord I flew, 
But muſt be Acor and Defigner too ? 
No, barb'rous ſteptnocher, 'ewas you alone 
Guided that hand, that kil'd your King, and Son. 

9 . M. Obſerve bowidly her wild fancies walk, 
But ſhe who ads (o ill, as-ill may:ralk. 
W ho'd think a thing ſo young, ſo ſoft, and. Fair, 
Could be ſo kind a Husbands'Murderer 2 
But ſee when Heaven commands-its gifts away, 
The Wits and Sences loſt, the'Soul may tray. 

7. 2. Oh parjar'e Wottan, how can you. invent 
T his feign'd diſguiſe: to: appear, innocetit 

9, M. 'Tis pity Fate tuch Beauty fhould miſplace, 
So ſtain'd a Heart, and yet ſo fair. a Face, 

T7. 2+ Impoſtor, fpeak (if Conſcience have a Sear, 
In Traytors breaſts) was it not You whoſe Chea 
And Cunning did my fatal. hand engage} -'-. 
At once t a Murder, and a Sacriledge ? 
To ki!l my King, and robr mankind of mire. -. 
Vertue, than ere dwelt in one Breſt before. 

B. M. Divert thy Frenzy Child, ſome other way. 
Oh, my dear Deny try if you can Pray, 

T. 9. How ſhe diſowns that blood which ſhe has ſpile ! 
Treaſon with her is but a modeſt guile. | 

9. M, Our preſence will bur raiſe her Paſſion higher, 
Tallay her frantick Rage, let usretire, 
But of your Queen ſee-thar ſri care you keep, 
Wait her to her repoſe, - try [if ſhee'l Sleep. 
Sleeping, ſome Angel may be kind, 
And in a Dream ther thoughts her guilt preſent, 
That when this fit 1s o're he may Repent. 

Here the Attendants carry of the King, over whom the Youne 

Queen Weeps. 

Y. 2, Heav'as fince from You the power of Monarchs ſprings, 

Sure you were bound rhaveihad more care of Kings. 
E xeunt all but 2. Mother, Crimalhaz «ud Hameralhaz. 


H2 9.M. 
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9.M. Now in her Death we muſt: ſome way-invent, 
That of his blood we may ſeem Innocent. 
Firſt let her Face with ſome deep /poysnous Palar, 
Diſcolour'd to a horrid black be ſtain'd, 
Thea ſay 'twas as a mark of Vengeance given, 
That ſhe was blaſted by the hand of Heaven. 
And as a publick SpeQtacle expos'd,. 
et her be in a burning pile inclo&d, 
And whil'ſt the clouded Air reeks with the ſmoke, 
Hire a magician by his art t invoke 
A Train of Devils,. who in dreadfal forms, 
Waited by Earthquakes, Thunder, Winds, and Storms, 
Shall rove i'th* Air, and. with loud ecchoes houle; 
As if they watcht to ſeize her-flying - Soul, 
Thus will men. think, *twas only the that: fram'd 
This Treaſon, and that'for the: deed ſhe's Damn'd. 
Crim, Bring backthe Queen ---<-- E'ce I ſee Juſtice don, 
I'with Afor7ens will converſe alone. - 
Enter Guards leading in the Toung Queen. 
Great Empreſs ſtay, and hear my Story too, ; Diſcourſes in whiſ- 
How much I for-an injur'd Queen dare do. © per with the Queen, 
Ham. The Emp'rours aQing of the Maſquers part, 
Hts Murder,. and the management, your Art ;1 
And her feigned madneſs to'our wiſh: ſacceed, 
9. M. And more than this to have ſecur'd the Deed, 
Had not Her hand ſtruck home to back her Crime, 
The Surgeons I had brib'd- to poyſon him. 
'Tis not the blood of Sons nor Monarchs, ſhakes 
Thoſe reſolutions which my Courage takes. 
O're Fear and Vertne too, I have this odds: 
My W:I!'s my King, my Pleaſures are my Gods. 
[Excunt- 2. M. & Ham, Manent Crimalhaz &- T, 2ueey, 
Crim, S nce I'm a Monarchs Heiry may- I not own, 
An-.equal Title inhis Love as ;Throne 2 | 
'f. you'l accept ſo mean .an- Offering , 
cou ſhall, not. want a Loyer nor a King. 


My. 
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My kindneſs ſhall ſupply -----. 

7. 2. Hold Do you mean, 
This ctier'd ſervice to an injur'd Queen ? 
How Sir? is my dead King-ſo far remov'd, 
That I am paſt remembrance that I lov'd * 
Admit new Courtſhips, and-with the ſame Eye, 
Behold a murder'd Soveraigns Ghoſt ſtand by. 
I thought your profer'd kindneſs had been this, 
To've (entenced me to mix my blood with kis, 
To've told me I ſhould Die, and dying have 
The Happineſs of {leeping in His Grave. 


Crim. Death 1s guilts due. Yours is a gentler Doom ; 


You may enjoy my Throne, - but not his Tomb. 

I know your Innocence and Vertue. You 

This fatal Deed from ſome falſe Copy drew: 

And Ibegin to think your Mothers Heart, 

Has Poyſon in't, what-ere her looks 'itriparr. 

But to revenge a Murder'd King; Je ſfonad 

This Treaſon, til! the urmoſt Depth be found: 

And to ſuch pains the Authors File .condemne, 

That ro the World Te yourloſt Fame redeem, 
YT. 2. A Kings Revenge ſo brave an act will be, 

That you'l at- once Oblige both-Heaven and Me. 

And his bleſt Spirit in the Skyes muſt -owe,; 

A Debt, which he has left unpaid: below. 
Crim. That trifling ſcorevne (me: from you will quie... 

And ſure you are fo kind to pay his Debt, 
7. 2. My Thanxs are granted'&re your Suite is heard. . 
Crim. 1 muſt have more :than'/Thanks for a reward. 
7.2. The Glory of the. deed requites the pains. 
Crim. But Glory anlyiin your FavourReigns. 
T: 2. That Breath Icannorz. muſt not underſtand. 
Crim. Love needsbar little artro be explain'd, 


7. 9. Love! ſtop that barbzous Breath. Ina new Love) . 


I ſtab his Image, and profane this Duſt. 


Crim, But not to love your Champion is unjuſt. . 
%. H 2 


7. & 
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7. 9. Your Service I accept, your Love take back, 

Crim, None hate the giver who the preſent take, 
Why can'c your Heatt ------ 

T. 2. --- Why can't your Arm revenge 
A King, without my Heart paid in exchange ? 
Know though you baſely trade: with Loyalty, 
My Love my Kings revenge does over-buy, 
Go, Mercenary man, I will refigne 
His Vengeance tothe hand of Heaven, not thine. 

Crim, Let ſuch harſh words be by tame Lovers borne, 
My Paſſion is too rough to bear your ſcorn 

7. 2. And muſt my Heart at ſuch a price be ſold © * 
Thy Seat Ulſurpt before thy Blood is cold * 
This was thy Right, and though thy Death I gave, | 
Who lov'd the Martyr will the Reliques fave, | 
My Heart by none but thee was ever won: | 
I'le guard the Trophy, though the Conqu'rour's gon. >[dſide 
Bur itay --- This Grant is to revenge thy Blood, 
And on that (core no Offering's too good. 
I ſhould ſcorn Love, Life, Honour, Empires, ---- all 
To ſtrike their Heads whoſe Treaſon wrought thy fall. . 
Can you on noleſs terms my King revenge ? 

Crim. No (ſecond Thoughts my Reſolucion change. 
Since all I a& is only for your ſake, 
Love muſt accept thoſe offers Love does make, 

Y. 2. Well Sr, my Hearc is won. Your Seige remove, 
I condeicend to any thing --- but Love, [| Retreating from him, 
Reſign that Heart that's His ---- 
Heav'ns, ſhall Þ live to a& fo great a Sin! 
To right a Monarch muſt I damn a Queen 2 

2 gon ! I hate thee now worſe than before. 
Deicend to thee £ No, Ithat Thought abhorre, 
And though his Blood does loud for Yengeance call , 
I know hee'd ſcorn his Queen fo low ſhould fall, 
Thougi I have loit a King, I'mnor ſo poor , 
The Temple raz'd, the Ruines Fle adore. 


__ 
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Crim, My Love's too fierce long Seiges to attend : 
You've loſt a Servant, and your King a Friend, [ offer to o66 
Y. 2. Stay---- No, be gon I ſcorn thee---- Yet Sir ſtay, 


Hopes of Revenge ſo much my paſſions ſway z 

That what would I not do for Juſtice ſake, (hand 

Where the aſlault's ſo ſtrong, hereConqu'rour take------[ Gives hey 
Crim, Oh my beſt hopes ---- [Kiſſes ber Hand. | 


T, 2. My --- friendſhip --- give my Love! - - - 
My Love my Soveraigns Right I rate above 
The Ranſome of a world ; and if thy hand 
Does not perform what his loud wrongs demand , 
Thou art his Murderer, | 
Crim, But when you ſee that marderer wear his Crown, 
You ſhall too late repent your haughty Frown, [ Offers to go. 
T. 2. Hold, erethe pleaſures of Revenge le want, ; 
Invader, here what e're you ask Tle grant, 
Crim. Oh Charming Excellence ! 
7, 2. Bur Sir, 
Loving too ſoon, I ſhall convince the Faith 
Of Men, that 1defgn'd my husbands Death. 
Crim, "Tis true, ſome marks of ſorrow ſhould be worn 
To pleaſe the World , Te give you time to mourn. 
YT. 2. When you've appeas'd his Ghoſt, and th' angry Pow'rs 
Above, and to his ſacred Memory 
My laſt debt's paid, all that Tam is yours. 
Crim, My Vow's the ſame. Firſt to Revenge Ile fly, 
With Traytours Blood Tle entertain your Eye, 
E're you're my Queen, and wear aiecond Crown, 
Tle build a Scaffold firſt, and then a Throne. [ E xi 
Y. £2. I've found the way, Oh my dear Lord, though now 
Death does embrace what to my Arms is due; 
I'le keep -«---- 
My Vow to Him, and Love to Thee Entire. 
No ſecond King ſhall to this Throne aſpire. [| Points to her Breaſt. 
To Thee my laſt Debts payment fhall be this, 
Tle die ---- and dead allthatT am is His. 


Ir 
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In thy Revenge when I've Triumphant ſtood, 

On Traytors necks amid'ſt a Scene of Blood 

Morena's hand ſhall waſh the tain She wears ; 

As Condemn'd men turn Executioners. 

To expiate thy blood Vle let out mine, 

And triumph in my fall, who mourn for thine, 

Then with a gentle gale of dying fighs, 

Ile breath my flying Soul into the Skies. 

Wing'd by my Love I will my paſſage ſteer, 

Nor can mils my way when You ſhine there. Exit, 


I es. 


The Fifth AR. 


R —c  . « _ — — —_—_—— 


Enter Crimalhaz attended as King. 
Crim, T Hough on the Blood of Kings my Throne I've buile, 


The World my Glory ſees, but not my Guile, 
Myſterious Majeſty beſt firs a Throne. 
They Vertuous ſeem whoſe Vices are unknown. 

Men haye ador'd and have made Offerings 

To unknown Gods, why not to unknown Kings, | Enter Ham. 

Ham. Your Guards are ſet, your forces on the Walls, 

And in the Streets are rank'd in fighting forms z 

Expecting when the martial Summon calls, 

And Taffaletta this proud City ſtorms, 

For our laſt Scouts which newly are come in, 

Tell us th' aſſault will in few hours begin. - 

Crim. I thank him tor this War he has begun, 

The number of my Foes enhance my Crown, 

It does a worth: on Kings as Beauries (et, 

To have our Rivals numerous and Great, ------ 

But is th'impriſon'd Princeſs, whom your Sword 

Raviſht from Mnly Hamets hand, ſecur'd 

From the Worlds knowledg ------ 

Ham, Royal Sir I have ----- : 
The pride 0 be her Jaylor -- and her Slave» [ Aſide, } Crim. 
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Crim. Muly Hames and Mariamne ate the laſt 
Of che Imperial Race, that have nor paſt 
To th' other World, to make me room ia this. 
But though your hand did of his murder miſs 
Howe're his exile has reſtrain'd his Pow'r : 
And her I have conceal'd within the Tow'r, 
But ſhould ſhe be diſcover'd, and I found 
Her Jaylor, her reſtraint would horrid ſound, 
I am not ſafe then till I ſee her Dead, 
You therefore ſhall preſent me with her Head. 

Ham. Mariamnes Head preſented by my Hand!}' 
I'de firſt ſtrike his that gives me that Command, | 
For ſince that Beauteous'Priſoner was my charge, 
Her charming Image did my Soul enlarge, 
At the approach of ſo Divine a Gueſt, 
I've ſhook my late familiars from my Breaſt , 
The thoughts of Miſcheifs, Villany and Blood , | 
By her fair Eyes inſpir'd I dare be good. Exit. 

Enter Queen Mother. 

9. M. Though your Deſigns have met ſo great Succeſs, 
Doe not forget I was your Patroneſs , 
And ſhe to whom you made this ſolemn Vow, [to Crim, 
That I ſhould ſhare that Throne I rais'd you to, 

Crim. The higheſt Seat in all but Monarchs Breaſts 
Should be by ch/high'ſt of Paſſions, Love, Poſleſt. 
Bur Kings in ſo ſublime _ Move : 
They have Concerns that mult rake place of Love. 
My Subjects call for Yeng'ance, and I muſt 
To the dead King before my Love be Jul, 
Then give me leave to proſecute his Death, 
Firſt wear the Cypreſs, then the Myrtle Wreath, 

9. M. Bring in the Queen ------ 
If She delay our Love, 
Let out her Blood ard thoſe weak Bars Remove. 

Enter Guards bringing in the Toung Dneen, 

Myuly Labas his Queen and Murderer, 

To Expiate his Death you are Summon'd here. 


> Aſide. 
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To prove how much the World by you has loft, 

And what Atonement's due t' a Monarch's: Ghoſt, 

YT. 2. Yes Madam, when great Princes Die, I'de have 

Their Majeſty kept up beyond the Grave. 

Such ſtreams of Blood ſhould for their Murders pay 

Their Ghoſts ſhould have a Train as great as they. 
©. M, See Sir ſhe begs her Death as a Reward : 

Uſe Charity, do not her Bliſs retard, [0 Crimal, aſide 
Crim, In Common Murders Blood for Blood may pay : 

Bur when a Martyr'd Monarch dies, we may 

His Murderers Condemn 3'But that's not all: 

A Vengeance hangs o're Nations where they Fall. 

2. M. No Tedious Introductions to her Death : 

Good Sir make haſte,more buſineſs and leſs Breath, 

Crim, Who wears his Crown can beſt defend his Cauſe, 

Tle on his Murderer Execute ſuch Laws, 

The Rigour of my Juſtice ſhall declare, 

How high,I rate that Majeſty I weare ------ 

9. M. No Prologues toher Deathyler it be done 

I could have kil'd ten Queens while you gx&judge One. 

Crim, Therefore to proſecute his Death ------ 

9. M. Speak Home, 

Crim, 1 on his Murderer maſt Pronounce a Doom---- 
9. M4, No Meicy, be Severe, 

Crim. -*»- As may Exprels, 

I can't do more, nor can his Blood ask leſs. 

Guards, I on You tht Office do Confer, 

Obey my Oxders, ſeize This Murderer. © [ Here the Guards 

Thy poyſon'd Husband,and thy murder'd Son, 0 ſeize the - ©. M. 

This injur'd Empreſs, and Moroccoes Throne, 

Which thy accurſed Hand fo oft has ſhook, 

Neſerves ------ ; 

A blow more Ferce than Juſtice ever ſtrook. Q., M, 
2. M, Inhumane Villain, Monſter, Devil ------ 5 Strngling in 
Crim. Silence her Fury,Stop her poyſon'd Breath; } the Guards, 

And check her growing outrage by her Death, 

Bur fince to Me you've been fo kind t' impart, 

Some Favours, aad a Title in your Heart: 


in- 
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In Gratitnde 2nd Honour, you ſhall have 
This Mercy, to walk gently to your Grave, 
Bid my Phyſitians a frong Draught prepare, , 
And leave her Execution to their Care, 
9. M. Ungrateful Slave ! 
Crim, Go-- Te. not hear her Plead, 
No Arguments ſhall (ave a Traytours Head. 
All his Revenge demanded, I have donez [tothe YT, Queen, 
Perform your Vow, accept my Love and Throne. 
9. M. Hold Sir--- 1 ask not Life 3 ſuch acts of Grace 
Your Bounty may on little Sinners paſs. 
My Sins are but r00 Capital, --- My - Son, 
And Poyſon'd Husband ---- What have I not don: 
So many Treaſons and ſuch bloody Rage, 
Would fink an Empire and defame an Age, 
No ſound but Deaths harſh Name, my Soul could Daunt : 
Now all my Sins my frighted Conſcience Haunt, 
Guilt onely thus to guilty Minds appeares : 
As Syrensdo to drowning Mariners : 
Seen onely by their Eyes whoſe Deaths are Nigh. 
We rarely ſee our Crimes before we Die. 
And now they 're ſeen, I'm with ſuch Horrour ſtrook , 
They ſeem o large, I dare not Upwards look. 
Where's all my Confidence, and Courage driven 2 
Guilt ne're grows baſhful till it thinks of Heaven. 
Though I want Pow'r to ask for Mercy there, 
I will look down, and beg my Pardon here, #Xneels to the Y, ©. 
Fair Innocence, I for your Pardon ſue, 
T' a condemn'd Traytour, but-a Mother t00 : 
Let her repenting Sighs her Griefs impart 3 
Who thus --- Offers her Tears --- and thus --- thy Hearr, 
Stabs the Towng Qveen, 
Die Rival --- and Die by xr = [ Runs to ſtab Crimalhaz, 
ot being ſlept by the Guards ftabs her (elf. 
--- Then Die Thou: x ſopt © # | je 
Crim, Morena Kild ! 


I 2 9.M, 


CLOS. ES ELL 


60 The Empreſs of Morocco. 
9. M. Yes Sir, and T'de have don the ſame for You. 
- But fince my Dagger has ſo feebly don, 
Miſſing thy Brealt I've ſent it. ro my own, 
If ſome kind Devil had but took my part, 
I'had pierc'd thy Boſom, as I've don thy Hearr. 
Curſe on weak Nature which\my Rage unman'd, 
A Maſculine heart linkt with '# Female Hand. 
My Stars had been more juſt had ey defign'd 
Me leſs of Hel}, or leſs of Woman-kind, 
7. &. T expreſs my Gratitade,thus low I Bow : ('to the &, 2M. 
Murder was ne're an a&'of: Gracerill now. 
Your Curteous Arm:retrived: mine-from a Gullr, 
Morenas Hand, Morenas Bloodihad fpilc z 
Had not that ſtroke mote kindlybeendecreed, 
You ne're did a&t a Mother, »rtilbehis Deed : 
Here --- I perform my Vow «<1 5 To Crimalhaz giving 
When I've refign'd; him her Hand, 
My Sou) to Him ---- take ---/all--Heave behind. 
oay death, Dear Saint, reveng'd; and mine {0 near, 
Such charming obje&s tomy Thoughts appear : 
In hopes I ſhall meer-Theez my: Joy's: ſo high, 
Methinks I viſit Heaw'n;-before I die. 
My mourning Soul durſtnere-one thoughtencline, 
To fenle of Joy, rill it drew-niglyeo;/Þhine. 
Heaven's Blifles are aprize!Lovelonly/Wains, 
Where my Life ends my trappineſs Begins. [ Dyes. 
©. 4M. Is thifyour Thanks' foralizher Love has-done ! 
Who ſtaked her Soul, to-raiſe Thee to@ Throne. . 
Darſt you Perftdious Villain; wieb/one Breath, 
Pronounce Her Coronation and my. Death ? 
But T've-remov'd that 'Rival >Thanks/to Me g 
Her wandring Soul is mounted to-a Cloud, 
But you may Court her (ill---- inHeay'n --- if (ſhe 
Canhear ſo farg and you can talk. ſolaud;. 
Crim, Though againſt Meyour Rage had juſt pretence , 
Yet how.durit you aſſault ſuch lanoceace ? 
| 9. M, 


2. M. Let ſingle Murthers, Common Hands Suffice : 

I Scorn to kill leſs than whole Families, 

In all my Race, Inothing find char's ill , 

But that I've Barren been; and wanted til] ; 

More Monarchs to dethrone, more Sons to Kill. 

My A&tions are ſcarce worth the Memory, 

And I am yet too Innocent to Dye. 

Had but my Hand performed thy Mutther too, 

I ſhould meet Death with ſmiles upon my Brow. 

But Oh my Spirit's Faint --- yet Ihave Breath, 

Enough to make a Prayer before my Death. 

If there be ſuch a place as yeilds abodes, 

To Souls that ſcorn the company of Gods: 
May Iin Hell hell's greateſt Torments bear, 
Provided 'tis thy. Doom to meet me there. [_Dyes ] 

Crim, Infe&ion ſtick upon thy blaſted name, 

Thou Foile to Monſters and thy Sexes ſhame. ſto 9, M.] 


Buc here my Heart to Pity does Incline ; [10 T7, Queens 
Till now I (mil'd at blood, bur ſigh for Thine, 
Vertue farewel, I could bewail thy Fate------ 


But 'tis a Cowarcs Crime to grieve too late, 
Fury's the Mourning garb great Spirits weare, 
From this day for thy ſake no Lives Tle ſpare. 

I will ſend thouſands to atrend thy ſhade, 

Luſt made me King, Love has a Tyrant made, 
Remove thoſe breathleſs objes, thoſe dumb ſhows 
Of Majeſty z now Ile for deeds prepare : - 

T his morning muſt-begin and end a War. 

Kind Taffales does for my preſence Call, 

I am invited to his-Funeral. 

The little Champion with impatience waites, . 

To beg a Tomb before Morocco's Gates, 

And rather than his lingring Fate delay,. 

Fie with my Army take a walk that way. 

His heat of blood, and luſt of Crowns thall ceaſe  - 
Laſht co a Calm and coo!'d into a Peace, 

Enter 
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Enter Hamittalhaz i# haſt, a ſound of Trumpets heard from within, 


Ham Your Army's routed ere the War's begun, 
The City taken, and your Empire” won, 
And this (urprifing Conqueltis not gam'd, 
BY Taffalets but Muly Hamets Hand, 

Crim, Muly Hamet from his baniſhment retarn'd! 


Ham, Yes, at the'News of th” Emperors Death Concern'd ; 


"That his great Maſter was by you betray'd: 
He came to Taffalet, and frankly made 
A proffer of his Sword : which brave demand] 
Was by the generous King thus 'Entertain'd. 
Welcome brave Friend 5 Muly Hamtt was ne're tau 
To back, but head thoſe Armies whete he fought, 
That Fame and Glory them which waits'on thee, 
Shall ner'e be leflen'd when"you Fight" for me; 
Wirth me, brave Youth, thou thalt my Forces lead, 
And fight my Equal in my Army's head : 
When to your ſtartled ſquadrons he appears 
Taffalets General, who -late was theirs. 
Their former love renew'd, fuch Changes wrought, 
T hat chey forgot the Cauſe in which they Fought, 
A fudden ClamourEcchoed through the Throng, 
Which Muly Hamet, Muly Hamet, Rang," 
By their own hands the Gares wete ſhiaighr pul'd down, 
And he in Triumph marcht into:the Town. 
They paid to him what torheir King they owe'z 
And proucly now aloud proclaim him fo. 

Crim. Draw up my Forces, Ronſe'my Gaard; Tie try, 
\Who's the ſuccesful Rebel, he, 'or G 
I'le write my Vengeance in whole ſtreams of 'Blood, 
Fortune take your free Choice, be ill.6r good'3! 
| dare your Worſt : ----- | | 
Yet I deſerve to be your Favorite; 


ghe 


Fyrants ate Kin, to thoſe they cannor Fright, [Exeurt.) 
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Enter Muly Hamet, and Attendants with drawn Sword', 
aftir a ſound of Trumpets. 


Muly H. My Cauſe ſubdues more than my Sword, the Town 
Does at my Feet their proſtrate Armes lay down. 
Conqueſt founds belt, and Glory brighreit ſhines, 
Where Loyalty, not Force, the Lawrel wins, 
Lead to the Palace, through che Guards I'le break, 
And to th'Ulſurper T'le in Thunder ſpeak. 
To the infernal Shades Tle ſend a Ghoſt, 
Stain'd with more Sins chan all cheir Hell can boaſt. 
His Blood, Gear Prince, ſhall pay for (hedding thine. \ 
No Cauſe ſo juſt, no Rage: {@ fierce. as mine. / 
| Where Loyalty and Love the fuel bring, 
A Raviſh't Miſtreſs and a, Murd'red King; [ Exeunt. 
The Trumpets continue Sounding, and caping of 
Swords us heard from within, 


Enter Crimalhaz, Hametalhaz, ang Attendants, with drawn 
Swords, as -purſucd. 


Crim. And Muly Hamet Fighting in their Head. 

Ham. Fly quickly, Sig' {ee where, your Guards lye Dead. 
The furious Muly Hamet 18ags 'em on, | 
Whoſe Fortune, and whoſe: Sword: has Wonders done. 
Your Guards hew'd down, He by no Force withitoo1 , 
Comes now this way to ſacrifice. your Blood; 
He with ſuch Fears your: ſhaking Palace fills, 
That with the Horrour thathe brings he Kills... 

Crim, In this long Story, all I can, deſcry, 
Is, my Crown's going, and my. Death draws -nigh. 
No, 'tis no common Thunder {trikes me Dead : | 
I've a Retreat yer left to ſave my Head. ..  [Truppets ſounding. 
I by this Hand my faking Throng-will Ray,” - / 
And raign ro Morrow, though I fly to day, ., [Exeunt, 
The 
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The Scene- Changes. 


Enter Muly Hamet axd Abdelcador Attezd:a, 


Abdel. Kind Taffalet-------- 
Concern'd to owe this Conqueſt ro the Charms 
Of your Victorious Preſence, not his Armes : 
Scorning to wear that which his Armes ne're Won, 
Frankly Surrenders you Morocco's Crown, 

Muly H. Well generous Prince, this offer'd Crown----.- 
With Thanks and Envy ſhall Accepted be, 
I''e be a Monarch to act deeds like Thee, 

Here Mariamne appears from the Balcone above. 

My Princeſs, the bright Charms thoſe Eyes convey, 
Compleat th'imperfe& Triumphs of this Day : 
It does a larger Happineſs #fford, 
To have a Miſtreſs, than a Crown Reſtor'd. 
Here at your Feet, kind Providence has thrown 
Your baniſht Lover, and your Raviſht Crown, 
Your influence, and my Armes ſo happy prov'd , 
Tiruſurpers Scepter's to your Hand remoy'd + 
His blood, when-he his forfeit Head dares ſhow, 
Shall pay what co your Brothers Duſt I owe. 


Enter to her Crimalhaz into the Balcone, 


Mar, My Jaylour here, ----- ----- 
Crim, Though I am faln ſo low: 
My fortune loſt, I may a Beggar grow. 
This Mercy does on generous Spirits wait, 
You always pity he Unfortunate ------ - 
And on that ſcore Ile beg one modeſt boon 
Pie only ask you to reſtore my Crown. 
Mulz H. Thanks Heaven, the only man whoſe Head I wane. 
C14%, Do not thank Heaven, for what It cannot granr. 


My 
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My Head, fond man, is for thy reach too high , 

I trom this Caſtle thy weak arms defie, 

Immur'd withia the walls of this frong Tower, 

I amo ſafely Guarded from thy Power 

That Idare tell you, yes and boldly too, 

This Head you threaten ſhall be Crown'd by you. 
Muly, H, What means this Impudence ------- 
Crim, Toend the Strife ------ 


I ask a Crown a Ranſome for her Life. [ Draws and 


points his Sword at Mairiamnes 

Muly. H, Here I my baffled hopes of Vengeance loſe : 
Toright my King my Miſtreſs I Expoſe. 

Crim, 1 know your Paſſion has a tye ſo grear, 
That for her ſake you'le quit th"Imperial Sear, 
I knew your Vertue is ſo Rrong, that if 
You ſwear you willprotet my T1 hroneand Life, 
You'le keep your Vow : Swear then by all thoſe Powers 
Which the Religious World fears arid Adores, 
To quit your Claim to Empire z Swear You'le make 
Me Monarch in that Throne which youPe forſake, 


Breaſt p 


And with your Blood yau'le guard that Crown you give ; 


If ſo, your Miſtreſs ſhall have leave to Live. 
Though you quit Empires, you ſhall meer theſe charms 
To ſleep, and dream of Kingdoms.in her Arms, 
If not, prepare to ſee her artidutous Breaſt, 
Give entertainment , to this 1ro» Gueſt. 
To this your Anſwer, TEN 

Muly, H, Savage Infidel, 
Monſter, there's not a hand on this fide Hell, 
That dares attempt that Deed'z there's not one Dart 
In Heav'n, that would ot ftrikethe Mur@*rers Heart, 
Before his hand ſhould touch her ſacred Breſt, 


Crim. Since you are with ſuch Heayenly Faith poſleſt, 


To think ſh'has Champions in the Skies , Tle cry, 
Who's the beſt Executioner, Heaven, or 1. 
Mnly. H. Hold Batbr'ous, Crue!, hold your murd'ring 
Think on the Vengeance which that Crime attends : 
K 


hands, 


Think 
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Think what a fierce Revenge for her ſake , 
Will on my Princeſs bloody Murd'rer take, 
Mar. Hold Muly Hamet, let his Rage goe on. 
Can You but think of fear when I have none ? | 
Crim. Tortures and Wracks will prove a vain deſign: 
That hand that ſheds her Blood ſhall let one mine. 
Speak quickly then, e're words will come roo late : 
My Crowa reſtor'd, you'le yet redeem her Fate, 
Muly H, My Lawrels, Crowns, and Empires ate all yours, 
Crim. Swear then. 
Muly. H, 1 (wear by the Eternal Powers, 
For her Lives ranſome I this off ring make : 
Morocco and your Crown Tle give you back. 
To my laſt blood I will your life defend , 
In Wars your Champion, and in Peace your friend. 
Crim, A ſilent Grotto, and a ſhady Grove, 
Are far more proper ſcenes than Thrones for Love. 
And though your hand and hers no Scepter bears, 
You Lovers may get Kings to be my Heirs. 
Mar, Tle bind my Vow by the ſame pow'rs you ſwore, 
Tle to a Thouſand Deaths my Life expoſe, 
Before I will one Inch of Empire loſe. 
'Tis not, bold Slave, my threaten'd death can make ['7p Crim; 
My female fears my Right t'a Throne forſake, 
Heir toa Crown, though you ſo fierce have been, 
Mariamne \{corns to die Teſs than a Queen, 
Crim, So brisk young Champion ! Have at thy Heart, 
Muly. H. Stay Sir. Oh cruel Mariamne Can you parr 
From Love and Life to rob the world and me ? 
Mar. No Muly Hamet, a worſe ſtain *twill be 
To have my Crown reſign'd, than my Blob ſpilts 
Tot the two will chooſe the leffer guilr. | 
Fame never ſhall in Hiſtories exprefs , 
Zorn to be great I yeilded to be lefs, | 
Muly, H. If you aſpire to greatneſs, that Tlegrant-: 
Your 41ulj. Hamet Empires cannot wait, 
| - Whilſk 
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Whilſt he poſſeſſes You, and wears a Sword. 

And if our Africk does noroom afford ; 

Tle travel then to ſome remoter Spheare, 

Till 1find out new Worlds, and Crown you there. 
Mariam, T is Honour and not Crowns that I eſteem, 

And ſhould I baſely yield my Throneto him, 

My Name and Story. would but poorly ſound, ' 

W ho rais'd a Murd'rer, and a Rebel Crown's. 

No, if at worſt I by this Traytour Dye; 

Adore my Name, and love my Memory. 


Yes Mighty Man, perform this Valiant Part, [ To Crum, 


Bravely and boldly pierce a Female Heart : 
Let ſtory boaſt, you this great deed fulfil'd 5 
Your manly hand an unarm'd Woman kild. 

Crim, Since you at ſcorne and daring are ſo good, 
Tle feel your Pulſe, and try your heat of Blood. 
Guatds fre the Caſtle, 

And while that burns Ile a new ſhape aſſame : 
T'le Sport and Revel with more pleaſing Charms, 
Than Nero when he ſung to burning Rowe, 
Tle fing my Funeral Obſequies in theſe Armes 
Vie Raviſh her ------ 
Then chrow 'my ſelf and her into the Fire, 
And arm in arm together,wee'll Expire, 
Burn, Burn the Tower. 
Enter Hametalhaz, i» the Belcone with Guards, who 
ſeizes Crimalhaz. and diſarmes Him, 
Ham. Before this Tower takes Fire, you'le want a Head. 

Crim, Hametalhaz ſtand off, am I bertray'd ! 

Ham, | have no time, to, anſwer your demands : 
Deliver him to- Muly. Hamets, Hands, 

The higheſt Triumph my weak Arm e're gain'd, 


Is to preſent this Princeſs to,his Hand, -[ Crim, is forced down by 
Muly.H.Her life preſerv'd and he the inſtrument ! (zhe Guards, 


W hat Miracle of: Hangur has fate ſent 7 
Sure Heavn as Wonders ! Wonders, no 'tis none ----- 
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What have th'high'r Powers to do but to take care, 
Of much Vertue and a Face fo Fair ? 


Enter Crimalhaz below, led in by Guards, 

See him Convey'd to Execution ſtraight: 
He as he roſe in Blood in Blood ſhall ler. 

Crim, SinceI muſt die, and die Condemn'd by you : 
Hear Heav'n, for I ne're troubl'd you till now, 
So may my body rot when Iam Dead, 
Till my rank duſt has ſuch Contagions bred : 
My Grave may dart forth Plagues, as may ſtrike death 
Through the infetedAir where thou draw'ſt breath. 
Others may fancy pleaſures more divine, 
I know. not where: this ſhall in Hell be mine , 
To think when dead Iyet can Death Convey, 
And what my Arm can't a& my Aſhes may. 

[_Exit Guarded with Abdelcador, 


Enter Hametalhaz Leading Mariamne, 


Muly. H, My dear and beſt Life, welcome, By thy Hand, 
My Crown, my Happineſs and Heav'n regain'd, 
Whar yk Bleſſing does my fate purſte , 
To ſee| her Sav'd and fee her Sav'd by you ? 
Ham, Oh do not at this myſtery adiites 
Nothipg is ſtrange which Beauty does inſpire, 
To puntth Treaſon and preſerve a Throne , 
Are due to Mariamnes Eyes alone. 
When' to his hand I gave that beaureous prize , 
Deſign'd for hisambitions Sacrifice': 
When|her hard fate, and her bright Charmes I ſaw, 
Theſedid my homage, that my pity-draw. 
Something {o kind I to that face did pay, 
That t9 Serve her I could my truſt betray. 
Had I been born a Prince, and,"in'that' name 
Like You, Erected Trophys toher fame : 
In-a)l things then I had your Rivalprov'd,. 
And.confidently told her=that 1 Lov'd. 
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But wanting worth I wanted words, and choſe 
This way my ſpeechleſs Paſhon to diſcloſe, 
I would detend what Icould ne're injoy, 
And break all bars that did her Peace deſtroy. 
But I too late reſolv'd a flight ſo high: 
I cut my wings before I thought to fly; 
Too quick to wok, too weak to prop her Fall, 
My Penitence could not my Sins recal, 
Ti) this bleſt moment and your influence gave 
Her dangers and his inſolence a Grave, | 
Muly. H. Such Honour and ſuch Love !1am Conquer'd here, 
My Deeds and Paſhons are below thy Sphear. 
But as your Worth, your Pow'r ſhall out-reach mine : 
Subjects my Homage pay, but Monarchs thine, [ Embraces him. 
Ham. T hough Heav'n by-me her threatned life ſecures, 
And ſaves her blood to be ally'd to yours. 
Deſpair, not Friendſhip, yields to that hard task; 
I bravely give what I durſt never Ask. 
Hold Heart while I this Treaſure do reſign; 
And Crown her Bliſs with that which ruins mine, 
I periſh at her feer whom I adore, 
The greateſt Wracks are neareſt to the ſhore. 
Mariam. Such Language may by Chaſteſt ears be heard, 
Your Love I muſt admire, and he reward, 
A Nobler Paſhon Story never writ, 
That turn'd a Traytor t0/aProſelyte. 
Thou beſt of Converts, 
Muly, H. And of Rivals too, 
Sir, as a Tribute to your Vertue due, 
All Honours Merit in a Court can-meet, 
And a kind Monarchs Love, lye at your Feet; 
Ham. Hold, that great.a& of Mercy muſt not paſs, 
Let not your firſt days Raign-@ King difgrace. 
Of ſuch high Bounty V'm unworthy til) : 
My good Acts have not yet out-weighed my ill.” 
No -»-- 
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To ſome far Country, 
I from thoſe Eyes for ever will remove , 
I cannot ſtand the ſight of hopeleſs Love. 
Pilgrims, whoſe Zeal's more bleſt though leſs Divine, 
Go meet their Saints : but I muſt fly from mine, [offers to g6. 
Muly, H, Stay I conjure you , ſtay you ſhall, you muſt: 
You've made meGreat z Ler me not be unjuſt. 
Speak what Command, what Pow'r,what Crown you'l chooſe. 
Ham, Crowns, no, ſuch little Favours I refuſe, 
None but the place you hold my wiſh can bound, 
But ſince I have'your free offer to be Crown'd, 
It is accepted : I a King will be, 
And of my Raign make this my firſt Decree, 
This Criminals Baniſhment, and to purſue 
My ſtate, a Conqueror and a King like you z 
To what ere place-my wandring ſteps incline, 
Ie fancy Empires for Tle think bln mine. . [ Exu Ham, 
Here the Scene opens, and Crimalhaz appears caſt down on 
the Gaunches,being hung on a Wall ſet with ſpikes of Iron. 
Enter again Abdelcador. 
Abd. See the reward of Treaſon , Death's the thing 
Diſtinguiſhes th'Uſurper from the King, 
Kings are immortal,and from Life remove , 
From their Low'r Thrones to wear new Crowns above : 
But Heav'n for him has ſcarce that, bliſs in ſtore: 
When an Uſurper dies he raigns no more, 
Muly. H. My Juſtice ended z now Tle meet a Crown : 
Crowns are the Common Prizes I have won. 
Thoſe are Entayld on Courage. No tis You 
Can only yield a Bliſs that's great and new, 
The Charm of Crowns to Love but dull appears: 
Rargning's a whole lifes toyl, the work of Years. 
In love a day, an hour, a minut's Bliſs, 
[s all Flight, Rapture, Flame, and Extafies. 
Love's livelyer Joyes ſo quick. and aftive move g 
An Age in Ewpire's but an Hour in Love. 
Exeunt Omnes, EPILOGUE 
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T His Play like Country Girle come up to Town, 


Lone'd t appear fine, in Fewels, and rich Gown x 


And ſo, 

Hoping it's Pride you Conrtiers would ſupport, 
To pleaſe You, loſt its Maiden-head at Conrt. 
Pufft with tht glitt'ring of your gaudy Charms , 
It fear'd to meet no- danger in your Arms, 
And though the harſbeſt Cenſures be its due 3 
Yet kinder uſage it deſerves from you. 
A generons Gallant though tired and Cloy'd, 
Should ſtill ſpeak well of what he has enjoy d. 
Shoald you damn this you would your ſelves reproach, 
"Tis barb rous to defame what you debauch, 
Nay, now you've Caſt it off, yet do not Fromn: )' 
Though like the refuge of a Miſs o'th' Town, $ 
It is turn'd Common, Tours for half a Crown.”: 
T'was generous 4t Court and did - ym 
But does for profit to the Stage remove. 
Women and Wit on equal ſcores begin; Y 
Love and affeion firſt may make 'um gin, © 
They trade for Intereſt when they're once got in. 
But for you Sirs, who Cenſure but not Write , 
Who do is Wit, 4s ſome in War, delight, 
Whoſe Courages do not much care to Fight : ”- 
But though they can't of Scars nor Conqueſts vapour, 
They can draw ſieges and take Towns in Paper, | 
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You 't will be hard to pleaſe y 

Critiques whoſe ſaving and Condemnine, ſilt 
Is not your Att of Fudement, but your Will, 
Who equal Choice in Plays 4s Faces make, 
What jeu reſolve, not what deſerves ſhall take, 
Thug your applauſe reſembles your Amonrs, 
fave we not ſeew (Oh loves almighty Powers ! ) 

A Wench with tallow- Looks and mwiiiter-Face, 
Continue one Mans Favorite ſeven Tears ſpace: 

Some Raviſhing knack 1th" ſport and ſome brisk mation, 
Keeps the gilt Coach and the gallants Devotion, 

Be to this Toy thus kind, and you will raiſe 

Much better Faucies to write better Plays. 

When meaner Faces are #{'d kindly by ye, 

What Power have greater Beauties to deny ye. 

So your kind Smiles advance the ſcribling Trade * 

To vet 7004 Play's you muſt Excuſe.the bad. 


—_ — —  — — 


— — CG Ow _——- —— 


ERRAT+H 
I = : 8 
Pefpoge ofche Epitle line 21 read Auhur, pag. 2. 1.15.c. to erve .as Plas, p.8.1 
I. 25. r hand bedrus, 7 ooo S delearne period (.) p.19. [.29.r, Heads, p p4 
ridice Þ. 45.1. 25. c.49 the way, 0. cd 2 3% 1. 47. chuls lag, r wr 43 r. Eu 


3J,P. $0.16 r. Roau: 
T+ ber Heart, Þ.$2.1.28. r. Raiſe my Guard, p.63. Lt oF BO 622, dele. are, p.6o..g, 


